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NOTE. 



Some of the Sonnets in this Collection were originally pub- 
lished in "Poems and Sonnets" (187 1), "A Life's Love" 
(1873), and "Through Death to Life" (1878). They have 
been carefully revised, and are now finally arranged for the 
first time, with the addition of many hitherto unpublished 
Sonnets, under the general*^it!e of "A Life's Love". 

The second portion of the volume consists of new Poems. 
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TO THE READER. 



If some seem slighter sonnets and less strong 
Remember, reader, that each plays its part 
In building stone by stone the house of Art, — 

Each is one note in a continuous song, 

And, were each equal, each the whole would wrong. 
When midsummer is gay with butterflies 
Some flaunt blue wings as azure as the skies. 

Some red, some yellow, — motley is the throng. 



And so with sonnets ; — if the whole be fair. 
Blame not one sonnet in that whiter wings 
It waved than those its golden sister brings ; 

Contrast is good, — and leisure to compare : 
Each with its own voice in the chorus sings ; 

Each to my Lady a long-lost gift doth bear 

May 27, 1882. 
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THROUGH DEATH TO LIFE. 



F j^ :r n: i. 



EARTH. 
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L— EARTH GLADDENED. 



I. 

FAIR EYES, 

I. 

Fair eyes of women, many had I seen, 

Eyes deep as darkness, bright as noontide ray. 
And others bluer than the depths of day, 

Bluer than turquoise-jewels of a queen. 

But none so sweet, so wonderful, I ween, — 

With power to quicken, power to pierce and slay, 
A twin-born wonder, green and brown and grey. 

Three colours blended, mixed in loveliest sheen. 



Gazing in awe, I saw myself therein. 

My past and future mingled into one, — 

A picture harmonized from taint of sin, 
A poem finished, or a race well run, 

The melody I long had gasped to win, 
A moon completed, a full-circled sun. 






8 FAIR EYES. 



II. 



II. 

Nor have I ceased to wonder at those eyes, 

Nor have they lost their power to make me tremble ; 
My sweet love-shivering I cannot dissemble, 

Nor can I meet them yet without surprise. 

Most wonderful ! were all the thoughts that rise 
Within me to be told with facile fingers, 
There'd still remain some loiterer that lingers, 

A fancy that eludes, a form that flies. 



Had I the sacred lyres full softly strung 

Of all the poets who have touched the ages, 

Those lyres would not suffice to get it sung ; 

To tell the beauty which my soul engages, — 

To tell the torments which my heart have wrung, — 
Though I should rustle through ten thousand pages. 

Feb. 10, 1870. 






QUEEN BEAUTY. 



III. 



QUEEN BEAUTY. 

Backward Queen Beauty darts her maiden glances ; 
With lips that quiver as she glances back, 
The poet urges on the sweet attack, 

With feet that flutter, and with heart that dances. 

The distance all her loveliness enhances ; 

He sinks exhausted, footsteps growing slack, — 
She waits him at some turning of the track, 

Till once again hope's tremulous flood advances. 



So goes it : but from time to time he seizes 
Some cadence T)f the melody she sings. 

And even that distant silver echo pleases 

His spirit more than any earthly things, — 

And the odour of her hair on flying breezes 
Mad worship and a wilder longing brings. 



lo FRUITION, 



IV. 



FRUITION. 

« 
O Beauty, kiss me, kiss me on the lips : 

As frightened children to their mother cry 

I cry to thee, — Oh tell me, why should I 

Be like the bee that sucks, the fly that sips, 

The swallow that her wings in water dips, — 

Why cannot I possess thee ? I would die 

But once to hear thee, see thee, feel thee nigh,- 

But ever from my mouth the goblet slips. 



Take pity on me, O my gracious Queen, — 

Immerse my soul in sweetness \ let the waves 
Of rapture writhe around the mouth that craves, 

And choke it in fruition \ rend the screen ! 

Stand forth and let thy majesty be seen ! 

The majesty that slays the souls it saves. 



PSYCHE AND MERCURY, n 



V. 

« 

PSYCHE AND MERCURY. 

ONE OF RAPHAEL'S FRESCOES, 

A face of moulded mystery that combines 

All sweet expression in one perfect whole, 
All lights and shadows of my lady's soul : 

Chiefly the rippling laugh that softly shines 

Across the corresponding facial lines. 

Gaze with intensity ! Why I could swear 
IVe seen it move as I was standing there, 

And look to me and speak to me by signs. 



It is my lady's face made pure for ever 
By the undying power of perfect art. 

So Dante, with wild passionate endeavour. 

Portrayed the endless mistress of his heart, — 

As her image gleamed beyond the seas that sever 
The immortal from our transitory part. 
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VI. 



THE ECSTASY OF THE HAIR. 



I'd send a troop of kisses to entangle 

And lose themselves in labyrinths of hair, — 
Thy deep dark night of hair with stars to spangle, 
And, each a firefly's tiny lamp, to dangle 

Amid the tresses of that forest fair. 

A perfume seems to blossom into air ; 
The ecstasy that hangs about the tresses, 

Their blush, their overflow, their breath, their bloom ; 
A wind that gently lifts them, and caresses, 

And wings itself and floats about the room ; 
The beauty that the flame of youth expresses, 

A tender fire, too tender to consume, 
Which seizing all my soul, pervades, possesses, 

And mingleth in a subtly sweet perfume. 



WEAK AND WEARY, 13 



VII. 



WEAK AND WEARY, 

I wander ever onward, weak and weary : — 

At times there comes a great desire for rest ; 

The days are sad, the nights are dark and dreary ; 
I long to sink into my love's soft breast. 
My home, my abiding place, my snowy nest, — 

I long to run and hide my head therein, 

My face all scarred and marred with shame and sin,- 
And yet she loves me ! why, she knoweth best 



My sweet, my life, my all, my golden treasure, 
My bower of buds and blossoms of delight. 

What joy for us, what pale pursuit of pleasure, 

AVhat sound of sighs and kisses through the night ! 

What echoes of low laughter without measure 

From dewy eve till morning clear and bright ! 



VIII. 
DREAMS. 

I. 

At last have passed the blanks and dreary spaces 

And chilling hours of the white windy day ! 
My soul set free descends to happier places, 

Where golden-winged dreams, a bright array. 
Wait for me, — glimpses of sweet smiling faces, 

And chords of light that round my pillow play. 
Oh welcome, welcome, gladsome hours of night-time 

When fancy loosed exerts her wondrous spell, 
A joy to me, a marvel, a delight-time, 

A rainbow-coloured realm I love right well, 
My region of reality, my bright time 

(For nights are sometimes heaven when days are hell)- 
The time in which in dreams comes peeping in 
The face of her I'd give the world to win. 



DREAMS. 15 



IX. 



II. 

Therefore I love the darkness, and right gladly 

I lay me down, and close my eyes and wait, 
Wait, — wondering half smilingly, half sadly. 

What dreams will issue through the Ivory Gate. 
'Tis bliss to feel that I perchance may meet her, 

And talk to her, and walk with her till morn. 
And falling low before her feet entreat her 

Till dreams at daylight-advent fly forlorn ; 
To think that ere I wake to brave the morrow 

Closed eyes may feast in rapture on her face, 
And heart forget its pain, and soul its sorrow, 

And life its labour, for some little space. 
While I, with lips half parted for delight. 
Follow my lady through the halls of night. 



i6 DREAMS, 



X. 



III. 

The thought of such sweet company forsaking 

Is odious, — would that I could stay the sun ! 
Put back the clock, dream on without awaking, 

Nor rise to meet a sad new day begun ! 
But days will pass, — they do not last for ever. 

And then there comes again the sweet warm night, 
A gentle lady, sent our souls to sever 

From all the wear and labour of the light. 
Thrice welcome art thou ! brood about my pillow, 

And cover me with darkness as a shield, 
And touch my eyes with sleep — into the billow 

Of soft unconsciousness my soul I yield. 
And sinking, dying into sleep, I pray 
To dream of her who stole my heart away. 
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XI. 



THE DISCO VER Y OF LO VE. 



A youth was walking in the early hours 

Of life, along a garden-alley fair, 

When on a sudden, lo ! a rose was there, — 
Unseen by him before among the flowers 
That wove a many-coloured mist of bowers, 

And redolent of sweetness made the air. 

He came the next day, but would hardly dare 
To hope the night's attendant band of showers 

Had spared the rose j but lo ! the rose was red. 
And fragrant, far more fragrant than before. 
And fuller petals had unfolded more. 

And round about it brighter bloom was shed : 

The rose the lover fondly feared was dead. 

Was blushing beauty to the very core. 

2 
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XII. 



IN THE FUTURE, 

I fancy somewhere waits for every one 

A bride, a bridegroom, far in future years : 
The way thereunto sodden deep with tears 

It may be, or parched fiery dry with sun 

Of lonely misery ; but when 'tis done, 

With gladness each shall garland memory's biers. 
And make away with faces of old fears. 

And hail the advent of new life begun. 



And such a spot is waiting on the road 

Of each of us, — a place where three paths meet, 
Two sad ones into this that shall be sweet 
Converging : towards which our foreboding showed 
That ever since we can remember flowed 
The expectant eager current of our feet. 
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XIIL 



THOSE FLOWERS. 



I have them still those flowers, — ah ! those flowers, 
They blossom in my heart, not withered yet, 
Though more than twelve months 'tis since they were wet 

With tender nourishing of Northern showers, 

Since they were beautiful in Northern bowers. 
Sweet savours even now of soft regret 
Hang rouhd them, and a fragrant misty net 

Of memory, having most miraculous powers 
To wake the past and bring it near again. 

Ah ! that sweet past of mine — that most sad past — 

Most sad, most sweet, — set thick with thorns of pain. 

With many a cloudy canopy overcast, 

Yet bearing roses one or two to last, 

A smile or two predestined to remain. 



ao MY LADY, 



XIV. 



MY LAD Y. 



I said, " My love is sweet, and I will seek 

Whereto to liken her ; her eyes are grey 
As the grey water mingled in a creek 

With green, and greener than the seas are they, 
And browner than the golden moor-fed stream ; 

Her hands are wonderful, her lips are red. 
And as the light of morning is the beam 

That like a coronet crowns my lady's head ; 
She hath a supple fawn's advancing grace, 

She hath the flushing of a mountain rose, — 
Like some sweet lily in a shady place 

My lady, quiet yet most queenly, grows. 
Waiting for one to pluck the tender flower 
Whose beauty floods with white the garden bower ". 
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XV. 



A SPRIG OF HEATH, 

I have not written sonnets lately, sweet, 

About you, have I ? What am I to say. 
What melody wring from out my brain to-day 

Worthy your soft approving smile to meet ? 

What flower of novel song before your feet, 
Already deep in blossoms, shall I lay, — 
A rosebud, or a white acacia spray. 

Or golden globfed lily incomplete ? 



Nay, sweet, on second thoughts it shall be none 

Of these : cast glance of memory back, my Queen, 
Be quick to apprehend the thing I mean 

When I recall a sprig of heath undone 

By careless fingers underneath a sun 

Of afternoon, — and what you asked /or glesin. 
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XVI. 
DANTE AND BEATRICE. 

He circled round his Queen, and nearer grew 
Each fainting circle \ at each meeting-place 
His hands with some sweet flower she would grace, 

Diverse in perfume, different in hue — 

A gracious rose, or hyacinth-bud blue. 
To summon up the vision of her face. 
To burn before him till his steps retrace 

The well-worn path his former footing knew. 



But at the last she stood fair, flowerless, white 
To meet him : even herself he shall attain 
This time, and having traversed icy plain 
And fiery seas and penetrated night. 
Shall stride — worn weary Dante — into light, 
And share the sceptre of his lady's reign. 
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XVIL 
ROSES FOR HER ! 

Roses for her ! the dark-green bays for him, 

To adorn the furrowed brows, the weary head, 
Over which leaves of sorrow had been shed, 

As many as on the autumn breezes swim. 

Lilies for her ! for Dante wreathe a dim 

Grey crown as for one risen from the dead, — 
Through every cell of purgatory led, — 

For whom hell's horror mantled to the brim. 



For her the flowers of spring, for him the sere 
And withered branches of the later days : 
O Dante, great worn Dante, whom we praise. 
By all the ages counted first and dear. 
Be thine the flaming offerings of the year 

Being ended, — hers its softer opening sprays ! 
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XVIIL 
TO HA VE BEHELD, 

To have beheld is something — for I might 
Alone with my Ideal have sought in vain 
Through centuries of passionate absent pain 

Along the sunbeam's path the casting light. 

But I have found it ! Though the end be night, 
At least the fact of finding doth remain 
Eternal, — that a lily without stain 

Hath blossomed, that a woman hath been white. 



To have beheld and loved ! If nothing more, 
Yet can there be a greater thing than this ? 
If I behold and love, what do I miss ? 

Am I within the shrine, or at the door ? 

Though heart be fainting, every fibre sore. 
If I behold and love, I also kiss. 



THE ROSIER STA TUE. 25 



XIX. 
THE ROSIER STATUE. 

This hath been given, that the thing I sought 
I have also found : a flower I might love, 
A bird to sing to, — soft as any dove, 

And supple, and as wayward as a thought. 

Towards me such a worship hath been brought, 
And is it not enough ? I might have sighed 
For such a vision vainly till I died. 

Building my silent statue all for nought. 



It is not so ; God gives me better things : — 
The stone is moved and flushes, and I see 

No longer a white maid with marble wings, 
A cold ideal rounded mournfully, 

A shape to which thought^s speechless chisel clings. 
But living woman's ripe reality. 



26 LOVE AND IMMORTALITY, 



XX. 



LOVE AND IMMORTALITY. 



Those magic dreams of boyhood ! passing sweet 

They were, — the glimpses swift as when we see, 

Ourselves fast-moving, field and tower and tree 
Torn by us on the wings of motion fleet; 
The flashes of a future joy to meet, 

A heaven all untrodden yet to be. 

But present love transcends foreboded glee 
As April suns are pale in August heat. 

And youth's romance was but a star beside 
The moon of riper passion ; so I think 

It shall be when we float upon death's tide 
To a new shore's, another ocean's, brink ; 
The draught shall deeper, sweeter, be to drink 

Than dimly in the distance we descried. 
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XXI. 
THE SAME AS EVER. 

Under the dim blue Northern skies she waits, 

The same as ever ; — days are but a dream. 

At night again the green witch-glances gleam 
As fierce as ever through my fancy's gates, 
And shifted is the circle of the fates, 

Backward my strong imaginations stream ; 

Present in living force past figures seem. 
And blotted out my memory's evil dates. 



And she is waiting, and that strange pale crown 
Of turquoises and pearls is on her brow. 
White clouds — blue spaces — never shining now 
Across the sky, but in that long-lost town 
I am present, and again am kneeling down 
To that Witch-Lady my sole self to vow. 
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XXII. 



MY WORK. 



Have I left out a flower, or a shade 

Of colour on the wind-swept changing grass ? 

Has any tint of sunset seemed to pass 
Into the silence of a thing unsaid? 
Or have I failed to count each single braid 

As you might, sweet, before your looking-glass ? 

Each sigh, each leaf, each fleeting cloud, alas ! 
Deep in abysses of my memory laid. 

Is present with me — have I told them all ? 
Good : then my work is over, and I may 

Lean head upon the table, and let fall 
The pen that had so many things to say : 
Each second of a summer to portray ; 

All your forgotten glances to recall 
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XXIII. 



GOLDEN LILIES, 



Sweet, teach me gentle secrets that thy soul 
Has leamt of God in early girlish years ; 
Let me with outpouring of sweet calm tears 

My self-sufficient manhood sideways roll, 

And humbly touch with lips the crystal bowl 

Thou boldest out with timid hands and fears : 
No, sweet one, I have made away with sneers ; 

The cynic perished when his heart you stole 

And wrapped it in your mantle mute and pure. 

See I am seated, quiet, at your feet, 

Waiting to gather golden lilies, sweet : 

Preach to me, and be confidently sure 

That what God's tenderness has taught to you 

Must be for me delicious, perfect, true. 



XXIV. 
THE BIRD LOVERS, 

I. 

He that hath loved deserveth not to die. 

So thought I ; and a sudden vision came 

Of birds of splendour, crowned with crimson flame, 

Wings touched with brilliance of the azure sky. 

Breasts sapphire, throats of emerald, flying high 
In the old forest-haunts without a name, — 
The sweet green palaces that shone the same 

Millions of centuries ere a man was nigh. 



I saw them frolic through the leafy arches, 

And a strange sense came over me that they. 

Those two, that loved and laughed amid the larches. 

And leaped with glittering feet from spray to spray, 
Being in the secret, had my right to stay — 

Yet stayed not — Death's indomitable marches. 



THE BIRD LOVERS, 31 



XXV. 



II. 

I could have wept to think that these sweet things 
Had loved, not lived for ever ; that the fire 
That lit their eyes with the same soft desire 

That stirs a poet's pulses as he sings, 

And round the raiment of a sonnet clings. 

And sweeps the fingers firm across the lyre, — 
That such a flame should faint, subside, and tire, 

When final sleep the ice-cold opiate brings. 



It ought not so to be ; those birds should live 
For ever, had I in my power the voice 
To bid them blossom onward, and rejoice 

In endless spiral ascent — I would give 

To every soul Love's song-creating kiss. 
Eternity in which to utter this ! 



II.— EARTH DARKENED. 



XXVI. 
ONCE MORE. 

I. 

Once more ! And can I mix the past and present 

Close in a single cup of clasped hands, 
Into a single grasp compress the pleasant 
Old memories, the voices of lost lands, 
Into a single glance hurl all the passion 

That should have been, that is to be no more. 
Then say goodbye to you in common fashion 

And move to meet the lone waves' hollow roar ? 
Once more to see you— then — I must be dreaming- 

My Lady of the rosebands and the bays ; 
My sweet hair still divinely downward streaming, 

My dimple, and my soft caressing ways — 
It is not true ? to-morrow I shall wake. 
And off my heart the accursed nightmare shake ! 



36 ONCE MORE, 



XXVII. 



XL 

Once more to bring to mind the old green places, 

And songs and dreams and tenderness recall, 

As in one flash to see my sonnets' faces 

In your face, then a long farewell to all ; 
Sweet eyes . . . sweet lips ... no time for numeration 

Have I, I leave a dainty list behind, — 
One gaze, one second in the singer's station 

With vision clear, the next a poet blind ; 
Once more to feel the summer thrill flow through me. 

Then winter — winter — winter^-and the dark. 
The last time at the sunrise to renew me. 

To the old sweet melody once more to hark, 
Once more — once more — then never, love, again. 
But one long Arctic solitude of pain. 
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XXVIII. 



THE ROSE. 



A poet loved a rose— and watched it grow, — 
And every day a sweeter blush was there, 
And pouting petals fuller and more fair ; 

Each eventide " to-morrow it will blow," 

The poet said — " to-morrow I shall know 

The perfect splendour of this flower rare " ; 
Sometimes its beauty more than he could bear, 

Brought tears for joy's excess akin to woe. 



And so he watched it, — and one night he said, 
" I see my rose upon the verge of bloom. 
To-morrow royal robes she shall assume. 

Uplift to heaven a pink most perfect head " ; 

But when he came next day the rose was dead. 
And on that spot they placed — a poet's tomb ! 



38 A NEW LOVE, 



XXIX. 
A NEW LOVE. 

God gives a new love — but is that the old ? 
Thy ways are all imperfect now we see, 
Who art thou then that we should worship thee, 

Believe the fable of thy glory told ! 

Strongly we do deny thee, — yea, we are bold 
To look thee in the face and not to flee : 
We are rebellious creatures, — even we 

With hanging heads and lips unkissed and cold. 



" Come, let me do it," sayst thou, " what I can — 
Bind up the wound, if I must leave the scar ? " 
I tell thee, God, thou knowst not us that are 
Thine offspring, thou art ignorant of a man, 
And all the suns thou boldest in thy span 

Shall not console him for that sweet set star. 
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XXX. 
THE BITTERNESS OF LIFE. 

This is the bitterness of life, — to know 

That Love lies not in front but far behind : 
That not for violent searching shall one find 

A sweet-faced rose of hope beneath time's sriow, 

Nor any flower of new joy below 

The furrows swept by the autumnal wind, 
Nor any corn-stalk when the maidens bind 

The golden ears in a long laughing row. 



This is the bitterness of life, — to feel 

The slow-limbed noisome minutes crawl away. 
But not to mark by any happy peal 

> 

Of silver bells the passing of a day, 
Tarrying till one more consciousness doth steal 

Into death's pine-wood, damp, obscure, and grey. 

Christmas Eve^ 187 1. 
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XXXI. 
MY LADY'S VANISHING. 

The bells are ringing softly out of doors, 

And many feet will fill the churches crowned 
With the red gracious berries that abound 

On arches, in the windows, on the floors, 

And over the priest's pulpit, — whence he pours 
His yearly flood of ministerial sound : 
I wait at home, and white wings wave around 

My solitude, like white impulsive oars 

Shining through the thin mists that clothe the mom ;- 

If unto wide humanity this day 

A golden-bodied wondrous child is bom 

Not fashioned, as are others, of dim clay. 

From my sad narrower self a love is torn. 

And a sweet woman vanishes away. 

Christmas Day^ 187 1. 
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XXXII. 
THE MOONLIT ISLAND. 

Behind me blooms a mystical far place, 

Filled with faint dreams and odours of delight ; 
As when a mariner beneath the night 

Leaves the soft isle that for a little space 

Covered his wandering shrouds with warmth and grace, • 
And sweet strange perfumes wafted from the shore 
Follow. — My island shall return no more. 

Nor scents of blossoms soothe a sleepless face. 



But as in far Pacific hazy seas, 

Lingers that moonlit island of my soul, 

Washed over by a honey-perfumed breeze. 

And there the bright birds flit from knoll to knoll, 

And dappled fawns are tame among the trees, 
And the smooth interminable breakers roll. 
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XXXIIL 
A PASSING GLIMPSE, 

I caught a passing glimpse above my head 

Of Summer's coronet, pale and tender blue, — 
And memory ran my spirit thro' and thro', 

Recalling with his piercing lance-point red 

Summers and flowery seasons mute and dead : 

Long since despatched and hidden from mortal view,- 
Recalling the sweet sense of evening dew. 

And sweeter sense of Love's low whispers said. 



It all has vanished ! and I add my wailing 
To myriads seated by the hollow tomb, 

Leaning cold foreheads on its dismal railing : 
I mourn the utter overthrow of bloom. 

And spirit after tortured spirit sailing 

Towards Death's black impenetrable gloom. 
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XXXIV. 
NEVER AGAIN. 

Is there no resurrection from the dead ? — 

Ah, what does this one simple sentence mean ? 

Never again to watch the grass wax green 
In springtime, and the early rose wax red. 
Never again to mark the waving head 

Of some fair tuft of cream-white meadow-sweet ; 

Never again the gold crowns of the wheat. 
Nor yellow leaves by autumn breezes shed ! 



This is the meaning of the simple word ; — 
Ne'er, after some poor thirty years or so, 

To listen to the song of any bird. 

Or hear the storm-struck sea's unquiet flow. 

Never again to mark a rose's grace. 

Nor the sweet smiling of a woman's face. 
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XXXV. 



HOPELESS, 

My high hope passes. What is left me now ? 

Yea, what is all the guerdon of my song ? 

Why have I laboured, resolute and strong. 
Building, with blood-sweat from my weary brow, 
This Temple time doth spurn and disallow ? — 

What recompence is tliere for suffering long ? 

What justice in the world, — what wrath for wrong, — 
What corn to ingather for the hands that plough ? 

The old old question : yea, the sad old story. 

Just one more spirit passing towards the tomb, 
Crowned, yet uncrowned, — brown-haired, yet aged and 
hoary, — 

With every flower of passion in full bloom, 
Filled with the poet's sense of life's wild glory. 

Yet burthened, likewise, with the poet's doom. 
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XXXVI. 
THE POETS DOOM. 

This is the poet's doom : to love all joys, 

To mark them fading, and to mourn them dead. 

To see the rose at day-break blushing red : 
At night to watch the wind with wanton noise 
Scattering the petals from their perfect poise, — 

Strewing with pale pink gems the brown cold bed ; 

To marvel at some woman's curve of head, 
Till death both body and carven brow destroys. 



This is the poet's doom — far more than others 
To feel the life, and so the death far more : 

To sing for the sweet sake of tuneless brothers 
The beauty of each shell upon the shore : 

To see too deep ; to love a rose too much, — 

And so to mark it fading at his touch ! 
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XXXVII. 
YET SWEETER AND SWEETER. 

Yet sweeter and yet sweeter as we pass 

Towards bitter death that slays all songs and flowers, 

Becomes the scent that hovers o'er the bowers 
Of youth ; yet lovelier the bright green grass ; 

Yet tenderer fair passion's burning hours ; 
Yet softer all the varied songs of love ; 
Yet bluer the clear spotless heavens above ; 

And yet more manifold life's glorious powers. 



Now for the first time human life is fair 

In that there is no life beyond the grave : 

Now for the first time shines the morning air 

With true delight, — now first the branches wave 

In genuine glee, — now first the roses wear 

In perfect calm those tints no power can save. 



:f -A. la T II- 



HEAVEN. 
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XXXVIII. 
MO UNTAIN'S UMMITS. 

Why is love taken from us ? It is taken 
Because it was too great a thing to last, 
And would have overwhelmed the spirit cast 

From ecstasy to golden ecstasy, — shaken, 

Drained of desire of living, and forsaken 
Of earthly energy ; it would have slain 
Our spirits with the pouring of the rain 

Of tears that perfect passion doth awaken. 



I have known two mountain-summits, and the third 
I can foresee : it rises blue and sweet, 
And there the grass is dainty with your feet, 

And the gentians your voice and lips have heard, — 

And even as a tender-winged bird 

I am eager that far mountain-top to meet. 

4 
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XXXIX. 
NOT TOO LONG. 

O Dante, breathe upon us, that the race 

Be perfect and eternal in pure love ! 

And, Beatrice, thy golden wings above 
Our womanhood be calm and quick to place ; 
Ah ! let thy lips and the unforgotten face 

Lean over us and bring us into peace. 

Have we not loved, and is there no release ? 
And didst thou leave thy Dante without grace. 

To linger, and to struggle, and to sigh ? 



«?. 



O Dante, make us worthy, make us strong : 

And, Beatrice, be pitiful, be nigh ; 
And, Dante, burn our passion into song. 
And grant that it be sweet, but not too long. 
Lest, inadvertent, we let death go by. 
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XL. 



FOR YOUR SAKE, 

For your sake, sweet, I long to stretch my hands 
Into the future, filled with flowers of thought,- 
To scatter these wild grasses I have brought, 

In summers of far-distant times and lands. 

To send faint odours of hay-woven bands 

In advance of me my eagerness has sought. 
If haply I might mould or fashion aught 

That shall abide on Time's untrodden sands. 



For your sake I would have the people say, 
** Here was a poet, and he loved, and she 

Was beautiful and tender as the day — " 

For your sake I would have my memory stay. 

That the hair I wrote soft words about may be 

Black-brown for ever, when my own is grey. 
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XLI. 



THE LAST SACRIFICE, 



I have given you love and labour without measure, 
And many fruits and flowers from out my hands, 
And robbed imagination's dainty lands. 

If so I might, with a gold touch of pleasure, 

Be as a sunbeam brightening your leisure, 

And you might wind your hair in statelier bands : 
And you have given me — a few stray sands — 

To cherish, and to ponder on, and treasure. 



These things I have given you — life, and toil, and trouble, 
And laurels, and the whisper of a name. 
And many a blood-red sacrifice of flame, 
And daily aspiration of pure breath ; 
I can but give you now my lungs' last bubble, — 
There is only left the sacrifice of death. 
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XLII. 



LOVES UNITY. 



There cannot be two true loves, for the soul 

Is smitten by the unity of God 

And blooms but once, whether on heaven's sod 
Or where the waves of earth's salt craving roll. 
But once in an existence shall the whole 

Of any heart be sweet between the hands 

Of Love, — but once, the vision of fair lands 
And far-off Canaanitish meadows stole 

Across the enraptured gaze of Moses ; he 
Was only once permitted to draw near 

To God upon the mountain-top and see, 
As the blue spaces, distant and austere, 

Are sundered by the branches of a tree, 
God's image outlined beautifully clear. 
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XLIII. 
THE RESURRECTION OF THOUGHT 

In some clear mood of mind, when thought is free, 
I see the past transfigured into light, 
And every flower is present and as bright 

As when my lady*s breath was sweet with me, 

And hands were sweet, and mingled words, — when we 
Bathed in the silver fountains of the night, 
And watched the maiden moon's unfolded might 

Stream over the illimitable sea. 



And then I know that not a thought is dead. 
But every one shall rise with rosy wings 

And white unfettered magnitude of head, — 
Even as an eagle's first appearing springs 

From some wild cliff-top, and the air is shed 
Over his crest in sweet divided rings. 
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XLIV. 
THE NEXT KISS, 

I am not eager, having twice been bold 

To stem the torrent of the stream of love, 
Again to test those wavelets till, above, 

The river is translated into gold. 

Love is a bird too beautiful to hold 

In any untransfigured earthly hand. 

And sings the sweeter from the heavenly land 

In that our feet are hidden in grasses cold. 



I am not eager, though the nights are long 
And doleful, to renew love's magic thrill 

And ancient tenderness of silver song, 

For well I know that when I reach the hill 

Towards which I journey firm of foot and strong. 
Love's next apocalyptic kiss will kill. 
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XLV. 



A SCARLET ROSE. 



She has not slain me ; she has given me white 
And tender roses of her distant hands, 
Sounds of her feet have fallen in neighbouring lands, 

And sounds of her approaching form by night. 

But never unveiled, beautifully bright, 

Present in pitiless full desire she stands : 
But I shall meet her on death's yellow sands 

As a strange awful sun's advancing light. 

And she shall take me very close indeed, 

And with her mouth, that rose of utmost red. 

Meet love's rose-mouth whose pallid petals plead. 

And then shall I be satisfied and led 

Towards that sweet heaven of endless life I need, 

Smiling like some soft child, and crowned, and dead. 
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XLVL 
ORANGE'COLOURED FLAME. 

Last year before my heart's desire was dead 

Swift songs flew round me like brown autumn leaves, 
Or stray gold ears from wind-divided sheaves, — 

But now from every pore my heart has bled, 

And every leaf is crimson-veined and red, 
Yet, swift and multitudinous as before. 
They circle round me and aspire and soar, 

And cover with their mantles my bowed head. 



And, gathering in my hand the red strange flowers 
And blood-stained leaflets of autumnal song, 
I light the path my lost love went along, 
Flinging behind her feet in flaring showers 
These torches to illuminate her bowers 

With bloody orange-coloured flame and strong. 



i 
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XLVII. 
MORTAL, 

Once clear and white the mortal woman came 
And softly filled the silent yearning room 
With a superb exuberance of bloom, 

A sweet and silvery excess of flame, 

So that I wept for mingled love and shame 

And terror, — and her feet she seemed to pour 
As some strange stream of rosebuds on the floor, 

And fragrant as white roses were the same. 



She filled the room ; and, as for me, I wept 
And closed my eyes and opened them again 

To find her still before me, — then I slept : 

But through my sleep I felt upon my brain 
Her hands drip gently like a rose-leaf rain, 

Conscious of the unending watch she kept. 
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XLVIII. 



IMMORTAL. 



Now clear and white the immortal woman shines, 
Pervading with sweet roses of her hands, 
And violets of her bosom, and dark strands 

Of endless overflowing hair she twines. 

Not any room, but the blue dim-seen lines 
Of hills, and misty spaces of the air, 
And rivers, and brown forests, and the fair 

And murmuring interstices of pines. 

And larches, and green hollows of the beech 

As a sweet single star she shone before. 

But now she fills the multitudinous shore 
Plain in the wet reflected orb of each. 
And I can winnow silver grains of speech 

From ocean's indistinguishable roar. 
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XLIX. 



THE TRIUMPH OF LOVE. 



Once Love was plain before me, for at night, 

Sleeping, my eyes were sundered, and, awake, 
Like some sweet moon reflected in a lake. 

Surrounded with a silver stream of light, 

I saw my lady's presence flame in sight. 
And, after, came a sense of roses cast 
In soft encompassing luxuriance fast 

Over my silent body, and a bright 

And strange unveiling of the spirit's form 

And immortality made visible : 

And death and sin and feebleness and hell, 

Being black, shone white beneath the fragrant storm 
Of snow^s that clothed her body sweet and warm, 

And every tower of separation fell. 



CLEANSING. 6i 



L. 



CLEANSING, 

I dreamed a sudden dream, and was aware 

Of my lost goddess bending over me, 

And of some magic echo of the sea. 
And strange outpouring of remembered hair ; 
And round me flowed, as an electric air 

Of crystal and surpassing purity, 

A woman's breath, and clothed from head to knee 
My body in a raiment soft and fair. 



And every sin she lightly blew away, 
But as an easy flake of thistle-down 

That floats along the summer, winged and grey ; 
And over me she placed a quiet crown 
Of hands, and brought my cheek beside the brown 

Same tresses, — and she taught me how to pray. 
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LI. 



LOVES ABILITIES, 



Love came, and round about her played a sense 
Of life and heaven, and sweet and sinless sleep, 
And plains of golden corn a man might reap 

For ever, for there is not any fence, 

And powers of thought unresting and intense, 
And powers of love majestic, — even as deep 
As the blue dim Atlantic, and as steep 

And lofty and eternal and immense 

As any Alpine summit crowned with snow ; 

And powers of passion resolute and wild, 
Yet tender as the green and rosy glow 

Wherewith the sun, deserting us, has smiled. 
And gentle as a summer stream whose flow 

Is hindered by the crossing of a child. 
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LII. 



BENEATH THE OAK, 



I closed my eyes in winter ; when I woke, 

Or seemed to wake, the trees were new and green. 

And many a flower was there, and glossy sheen 
Of insects, each resplendent in his cloak 
Of gorgeous summer, and the bird-choirs spoke, — 

And I heard a woman's voice that seemed to say 

— 'Twill ring within me to my dying day — 
" Hasten, I wait for thee beneath the oak, 

/ was expecting thee ; " and never more 
Shall any other voice be strange and sweet 

As that was, though I search from shore to shore, 
From the blue Arctic icebergs to the heat 

Of the extreme South, and open every door, 
And try the hollows of each green retreat 
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LIII. 
THE SEA-FA LACE. 

In the fair days of youth I did behold 

One standing on the sea-shore, and her face 
Smote me with sudden rapture ; then that place 

0*er which the sea-wind travelled gaunt and cold 

Became as a sweet palace wrought of gold 
And chiselled into cunning lines of grace, 
And in its heart a fountain I could trace, 

And many a pillar of no mortal mould. 



And, still, when I am wandering by the sea 
The winds do beckon with a sudden tune, 

Bringing that palace back again to me. 

And the early crescent of love's rising moon : 
" Surely," I whisper, " I shall meet her soon, 

And hands shall join in one eternally ". 
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LIV. 



A DREAM OF SUNSET, 



I dreamed I stood beneath a golden sunset, 
With idle breakers leaping on the sand 

In silver irresistible slow onset, — 

I watched the waving of my lady's hand, 
And sweet locks loosened in so many a band 

Fell over shoulders white as mountain snows 
Or the silver ripples sliding in to land ; 

Her mouth was as the glory of a rose 

The day before its full refulgence blows, 

And all her figure seemed like some fair lily 

Rising and falling in a soft repose 

At even, swept by winds from regions hilly, 

And eyes were as the green-gold lamps that then 

Emerge, each gliding from a mossy den. 

5 
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LV. 



THE LOST GLORY. 

Beyond the grave that passionate lost glory 

Shall surely, with white splendour, be revealed 
We left, a lily dead in love's fair field, 

And the threads of love's sweet intercepted story 

Shall be renewed, — although man's head be hoary 
Before the eternal lagging meadows yield 
And Perseus leap with perfect-polished shield 

From life's immeasurable promontory. 



Then, as Athene's lofty help uplifted 

The daring venture of that hero's head, 

The brave man's spirit shall be largely gifted 

With power whereby his ascent shall be sped : 

This mortal cloak of sorrow shall be shifted. 

And the heavenly satisfaction worn instead. 
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LVI. 
ROSE- WREATHED, 

" What shall I give him ? ** So a maiden said — 
"With brave pure labour he sang songs of me; 
What shall my final tear-touched token be, 

Now that he lies pale, voiceless, heedless, dead ? 

Shall it be some ripe rose of loveliest red. 
Or snowdrop drooping petals tenderly, 
Or blue-grey valiant thistle from the sea 

Beside whose waves our wandering steps were led ? " 



So doubted she : but then there came a voice. 

An audible direction from the air, 
Saying, "Thy first thought was the seemlier choice; 

No snow-white name I gave to him to bear. 
In no calm crown of lilies to rejoice. 

But my rose-wreathed intensity to share ". 
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LVII. 



FROM A WINDOW, 



I gaze upon the night. Ah ! thou art breathing 

The same sweet odours, the same gracious air ; 
In thy pure locks the same night-winds are wreathing 

Scents delicate and flowery petals rare. 
The same pure holy stars do rest above us; 

The same moon glitters at the window-pane ; 
The soul of the tender self-same God doth love us ; 

We are refreshed alike by summer rain. 
Sleep sends upon us both her healing beauty, 

The eternal wings of sacred darkness brood 
Above us both, — we dream alike of duty. 

We grasp hands in the same nocturnal wood : 
The sweet night brings us close ; the days divide 
A poet from his visionary bride. 
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LVIII. 
THINE HANDS. 

Thine hands do smite me like the perfect chords 
Of music, — every finger brings a tune ; 
They draw me like the drawing of the moon, 

They thrill my heart like beautiful sharp swords, 

Or as God's sweet unerring touch rewards 

His heroes ; — they pervade me like a stream 
Of honeyed influence, or as a dream 

The milk-white bosom of the night affords. 



Oh, that my heaven may be the ceaseless rain 

Of swords and soft flowers clustered in thy hands, 
Or as the ceaseless music that expands 

From these, the founts of music, when they strain 

Above me, touching me ; and do retain 

The sweetness of the women of all lands. 
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LIX. 
THE ELEMENTAL KISS. 

I give to thee the blessing of all flowers, — 

The sweetness lingering on the summer breeze, 
The music of all thunders and all seas, 

The passionate brightness of all red-rose bowers, 

The silver magic of love's moonlit hours. 

The soft sense of the greenness of the leas, 
And tender utterance of the buds of trees. 

And tender melody of the springtide showers. 



The blessing of the universe is thine, — 
This I thy poet for a guerdon give ; 

Around thy perfect brows all flowers I twine ; 
In these and in my songs thy soul shall live : 

When all loves else are passing to decay. 

Then, sweet, the dawning of our bridal day ! 
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LX. 



THE MAIDEN BLOSSOM. 

My lady's soul is maidenly and pure : 

It has not flowered — it is divine as yet 

With God's first blessing, with fresh dewdrops wet ; 

The blossom waits for true love to secure. 
All sorrow passes from me, all regret, 

For now I know the paths of God are sure, 
And that the glances soft that once I met 

Are mine for ever, — so I but endure. 



All hardness, therefore, in this perfect faith 
That so illumines and transfigures death, 

I can make light of, suffering to the end : 
Now that I know that holy God is true, 
Life's clouds have parted, and the glad bright blue 

Shows God's face as the lost face of a friend. 
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LXI. 



''I AM VERY FOND OF YOW 

Words sweet, supremely perfect, and unending — 

Words that have reached my inmost spirit and made 
That spirit white and tender and deep, — soft-blending 

Passion's divine betrayal with the shade 
Of perfect purity as a veil descending 

To hide some fierce-flushed rose-bud in a glade : 
Words that must keep my soul from e'er offending ; 

Words that must bring my spirit eternal aid, 
For ever holiness and manhood lending ; 

Words after which no death can make me afraid, — 

peaceful girlish words — a calm extending 

That shall outlive the cold years' bitter raid ; 
Words soft, pure, exquisite, — divinely strong, — 

1 give the world your beauty j — in this song. 
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LXII. 

TBE CROWN, 

In a great vision I beheld the Lord. — 

I saw his robes, his sceptre, and his rings. 
And all his heavenly store of wondrous things ; 

His garments and his jewels and his sword. 

But what is this that some bright seraph brings, 
This wonder girded by a golden cord ? 

Surely it is the crown the King of kings 
Alone doth wear, — chief marvel in his hoard. 



Eager I looked, — my soul was in a glow. 

For surely, thought I, this high God who scorns 

To mingle with the earth, more white than snow, 

More pure than woman, some strange wreath adorns ;- 

I yearned and looked — and looked again — for lo ! 
The crown was not of roses, but of thorns. 
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LXIII. 
CHIEFEST. 

If any man would win a crown to last, 

First let his inmost spirit of love be pure, — 
First let him life's high mountain-airs endure, 

And face the thunder, and the midnight blast. 

When this world's fiery seas are safely past 

There shall be pleasure and there shall be praise. 
And glory perhaps, and garlands of green bays, 

And recompence \ but such flowers spring not fast. 



Who would be first, must fight the fight most hard ; 

In labours and in sorrows must abound ; 
Smooth things and easy must his soul discard ; 

In battle's red front must his sword-stroke sound :- 
Who would be chiefest in the world's regard. 

With the world's supreme sorrow must be crowned. 
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LXIV. 
AN ENDLESS UNION 

What are the unions of the present ? — poor 

And pallid, mere forlorn sick shades of love. 
When Beatrice kissed Dante from above 

Then first their joy shone, glorious to endure. 

The love that death can shorten or obscure 

Is not love, — love alone which hath no ending, 

For ever towards God's throne on sweet wings tending, 

Is love that touching, touches to secure. 



The lips of love may touch, the breasts may meet. 

And yet there shall be separation after ; 

God's scorn and all heaven's high tempestuous laughter 
May round about such ghosts of lovers beat : — 

When first a union is for endless time. 

Then first it passionate is, — then first sublime. 
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LXV. 
SYMPATHY. 

But sympathy can draw, though distance parts 

The lovers, — if a man can see^ he holds 

The woman, and indisputably folds 
Her silent spirit to his heart of hearts. 
Around her the white plumes of love he darts : 

Into his image all her shape he moulds ; 

Though seas between them lie and barren wolds, 
And sunstruck deserts, at one sigh he starts. 



One gentle sigh can bring his spirit near, 
One look for help, one utterance of a fear, 

For he, he only of all men, understands : 
So, though as far divided as the poles 
In earthly distance, the sweet close-knit souls 

Lock equal indivisible white hands. 
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LXVI. 
THE SUDDEN SWEETNESS, 

How soon thou know'st not, — ^yet it may be soon. — 
This high reward of holy expectation 
God sends ; it outweighs years of tribulation, — 

It is a glorious and sufficient boon. 

A sudden splendour round me like a moon 
Grandly uprising from some silent sea 
May flame, — transfiguring unexpectedly : 

Hurling my soul towards heaven in one swift swoon. 



O lady, when thy kiss comes, be it thro* pain 
Or earthly terror, or this life's defeat, 

Or some protracted agonizing strain 

Of sorrow — when thy white wings round me beat — 

Though at thy touch this mortal self be slain. 
It may be sudden but it must be sweet. 



• yS TILL SHE COME. 



LXVII. 
TILL SHE COME, 

O holy wondrous coming of the Lord 

That they expected — which they saw indeed, 
Though not according to their carnal creed 

Of trumpets, and a red avenger's sword — 

When all thy perfect glory was outpoured 
Upon the faithful watchers, what a meed 
Was theirs, — how utterly it did exceed 

Their suffering, — how transcendent the reward ! 



Though all the cultured folk around them railed 
And mocked, their watchword in the end prevailed : 

Its winged breath was too forceful for the tomb. 
With the same patience I my lady's death 
Show forth, — I watch with hushed and solemn breath 

The clouds that hide her beauty — till she come. 
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LXVIII. 
BLESSED IS HE, 

Blessed is he who tarrieth for the king. — 

And blessed is he who waiteth for his lady 
Through nights of suffering, — threading valleys shady 

And dim defiles of pain with lips that sing. 

Not yet the blue sky parts before her wing ; 

Not yet the sun-bright angels round her throng 
As she descends, — the murky night is long ; 

No pink clouds round the mountain-summits cling. 



But she shall come. Most blest of all is he 

Whom no most sudden sunrise can perturb ; 
Who, when the rich dawn gilds the smallest herb 

Upon the mountain-side, can fearlessly 

Meet the full rapture of his lady's face. 

Not having flinched from his appointed place. 
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LXIX. 
ONE SILVER LAUGH. 

If I could hear thy laughter, as of old 

It rang in early autumn through the woods, 

When berries of the mountain-ash, red-gold, 

We gathered — happy in youth's tearless moods 

If only once again I could behold 

The happy girlish smile upon thy face. 
And watch thy figure in its girlish grace 

As then I watched, — my life's tale would be told. 



The mere delight, the joyous sense of this 
Pure vision would bring peace ; it would be bliss 

Exceeding every agony of mine : 
/ should be happy then : it is reward 
For me, worth every thrust of God's straight sword. 

To hear one tender silver laugh of thine. 



AT NIGHT, 8i 



LXX. 
AT NIGHT. 

I struggle on through every weary day, 

Well knowing that at night a rest will come : 
That then I shall behold my blossom's bloom 

And count her new buds, — in the twilight grey. 
The hours of sunlight are to me a tomb 

Most piteous ; but the darkness changes all \ 

Then do I seek thee through the star-hung hall 
Of night, soft-guided by some strange perfume. 



The long days pierce me with a reckless sword ; 

Their wild hours hustle me, they heed not how; 
Yet have I thee all anguish to allay. 
An ample and most exquisite reward 

Is thy sweet kiss that lights upon my brow 

After the agony of another day. 

6 
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LXXI. 
THE SLEEPER, 

Thou art asleep : thou dost not know me yet : 

A stranger am I till the soul awakes. 

The body has wide eyes, and it partakes 
Of human cares — knows pity and regret, 
Joy, sorrow, tenderness, — but firmly set, 

Tight fastened are the eyelids of the souL 

It sleeps deep, deep within, — and swift months roll 
Far past it, — but no day-dawn has been met. 



I wait — in utter patience. — Soul that sleepest. 
When one fair tear shall show me that thou weepest. 

These songs shall touch the closed lids of thine eyes; 
And wet with that tear drawn from underneath 
Those maiden lids, shall lift thee, as from death. 

Saying — Thou hast slept long enough. Arise ! 
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LXXII. 
ROSES FROM BEYOND THE GRAVE. 

Sweet blossoms many and fair I sought to bring ; 

Some plucked in hedges, some in wild wet woods, — 

Some gathered in weird pathless solitudes 
AVhere the lone eagle is unquestioned king. 
I wove for thee the supple stems that cling 

Round garden-bowers ; strange splendid flowers I 
brought 

From tropic lands, — through English vales I sought, 
And through the groves where English throstles sing. 



All these I wove, my lady, in a crown 

For thee — thee only, — if so I might add 

To thy fair fame and glory, and make thee glad 

With some fresh token of a wide renown : — 

Yet then I thought enough had not been given, 
And sought to bring thee roses culled in heaven. 
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LXXIII. 
AN EMBODIED MUSIC, 

Thou art indeed the very spirit of song : 

Thou art in truth the essence of fair sound. 
All chants upon thy rose-red lips abound ; 

When thou dost speak, it is as music strong 

And sweet and clear : I hear one dream-tune long 
Whene'er I hear, see, worship, watch for thee, — 
The spirit of gracious speech descends on me, 

And through me thoughts float, in one white-winged throng. 



O lady fair, thou art the spirit of singing \ 

A sweet embodied music, — nought besides. 
Lo ! through thy white white body, the pure tides 
Of universal sound are softly ringing. 
Delighting, dazzling, changing fast, and bringing 

My soul towards some fair rest that God provides. 
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LXXIV. 
THY SWEET SORROW, 

It is thy sorrow, lady, that at last 

Shall amply and with certitude repay : 

My cross shall draw thee towards me, — thou shalt say, 
" / nailed him there, 7ny folly nailed him fast 

To this accursed wood one bitter day 
Far-off but unforgotten in our past : 
I drove the nails in, while he gazed aghast \ 

Then left him there to wear the years away ". 



When thou dost see and say this gracious thing. 

Self-sentenced, sad, repentant, — when thine eyes 
Look large and lovely as the great drops rise 

Therein, and round the downcast lashes cling. 

Those tears shall be as pearls within my crown. 
Adding soft lustre, — doubling my renown. 
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LXXV. 
YOUR WATCHING AS WELL, 

I do your watching, sweet, and mine besides ; — 
I bear for you the burden of the years ; 
If e^er your tender face is wet with tears, 

Adown my own an answering tear-drop glides. 

Your sorrow through my veins in swift true tides 
Pulses along; your doubts and pangs and fears 
Are my doubts also and my pains; — what clears 

Your own horizon, hope for me provides. 



You watch within the garden ; teardrops fall 

Upon the leaves and flowers, — I am this rose 
Whose petals your soft tears do discompose ; 

In my red perfumed cup I gather all : 

I watch with you, a true flower, through the night, 
Sharing all sorrow, — as I share delight. 
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LXXVI. 
GOJyS HOL Y FIRE, 

Upon me at some seasons there descends 

The fire of God to purge thee of thine error, — 
Through thunder and through anguish and through 
terror, 

To draw thee back towards nobler queenlier ends. 

The Spirit of God in flaming glory blends 

Its power with mine, and bids me speak to thee ; 
Yea, could I, without fieriest anger, see 

That weakness late repentance barely mends ? 



There is in me the holy fire of God, 
To purge each furrow of the slavish sod 

Of thine own fickle and rebellious heart ; 
There is in me an agony supreme 
At thine own sin, and so a saving stream 

Of sweet divine redemption I impart. 



^ 
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IJCXVII. 
FROM HEA VEN TO EARTH. 

Though joys of heayen around me in a throng 

Should glitter, — though the past might far away 
Fade, like the evening of a stormy day 

When darkness gathers quickly, — though the strong 
Delights of heaven might make the earth wax cold 

In thought, and e'en the memory of my song 

Like something far behind, forgotten and old, — 

Yet one remembrance no deep joy could wrong. 



I still should see thee, as I saw thee first. 

When first I knew mine own eternal queen 

And felt the insatiable and ardent thirst 

Of passion : — the sweet girlish face, serene 

With placid thoughts in sunniest leisure nursed ; 
The gentle perfect maiden of sixteen. 
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LXXVIIL 



THE NARRO W GA TE. 

The road of pain and sorrow I pursue, 

That so thine eyes may meet mine in the end : — 
That thou may'st upward readily ascend, 

My hair is wet with watching *mid the dew 

Of frequent nights ; that thou may'st hasten through 
The narrow gate, I stand beside and keep 
My eyes, though heavy, from the aggressive sleep — 

That I may aid thy toil with weapon true. 



Because the gate is strait, I will be there, — 
Ready to help thee, ready forth to fare 

That I may bring thy steps along the road : 
Because the path is terrible and dire 
I straightway seek it — with redoubled fire — 

Secure that it conducts towards Love's abode. 
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LXXIX. 
THE FIRST TRUE BLOSSOMING. 

Far, far away from sympathy no flower 

Can spread sweet petals into utmost bloom : 
Her own desires, unanswered, must consume 

The struggling pallid bud from hour to hour. 

Not by the summer sun — by no spring shower — 
Shall all the inner marvellous perfume 
Be drawn to light ; it lingers in a tomb, 

Cold, sad, remorseless, — lacking joy and power. 



But some day comes a heart that understands ; 
He takes the tender stalk in yearning hands ; 

At one quick glance he apprehends the whole : — 
Then touched by softer breezes, friendlier gales. 
The sweet rose buds, — next blossoms, and exhales 

The lavish perfume of her inmost soul. 
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LXXX. 
THE WIDE SYMPATHY, 

We sympathize by chance with one or two ; 

We bear the sorrows, may be, of a friend ; 

But there our power of sympathy doth end, — 
Its fountain we are forceless to renew. 

A great man through the world his heart may send, 
Nobly partake in many a purpose true, — 

Yet silent agonies o'er some impend, — 
Sorrows there are earth's greatest ne'er passed through. 



The sympathy of human hearts may fail 
After a time ; our noblest is but pale 

With partial sorrow, — Christ's sad eyes were dim 
For every sufferer — this was his renown : 

This was his utter victory. Yea, to him 
'Twas given to wear all sorrows like a crown. 
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LXXXL 
THE TRANSFIGURING TOUCH. 

When thou dost lay thine hand upon a thing 
It gleams for ever, glorified and new, — 

For round thee some magnetic robe doth cling 

Which from each flower extracts its secret true. 

The daisies at the touching of thy wing, 

As if fresh-bathed in lavish evening dew, 

Dart forth pink sweeter petals ; — passing through 

The meadows, choirs of birds about thee sing. 



I praise all holy gifts, when thee I praise, — 

For all the boons thou grantest me are such. 

Treading behind thee, in Christ's heavenlit ways 
I tread ; I seek thy footpath, wondering much ; 

All common joys, transfiguring, thou dost raise, 
Making them everlasting by thy touch. 
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LXXXIL 
BLOW ON BLOW, 

O puny suffering querulous soul of mine, 

Be still now, be at peace, — be not so sad : 
Think'st thou this thorn-wreath God has let thee twine 

Is the first wreath the spirit of man has had ? 

Have there been sufferers none with sorrow mad ? 
Are there no sufferers now whose days decline 
Slowly, while thou dost gather from life's vine 

Some grapes at least, with healthful hands and glad?- 



Or, if thou sufferest more than others, know 

That, long before thou wast to suffering born. 

Fierce throbs of bitterest pain through God did flow, — 
That he was left most utterly forlorn, — 

Encountered hostile spear-strokes, blow on blow, 

And strokes of friends more grievous, scorn on scorn. 
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LXXXIII. 
THE LAST RIDGE, 

The end approaches. Like a traveller pale 
With strong' protracted labour, I rejoice : 
Soon may I hush my strained and weary voice 

And fold my rest about me, like a veil. 

Soon " It is finished " may I utter, standing 
Nigh the last weary peak I have to assail : 

Soon may I, tender Beatrice commanding. 

Strip off my blood-bedewed war-beaten mail 



Close to the end of battle now I stand, 
Holding my conquest almost in mine hand, — 

With Beatrice almost before my eyes ; — 
My spirit clears itself triumphantly 
And climbs to the last ridge, whence now I see 

Death's sunset, which to me is lifers sunrise. 



THE FACE DIVINE. 95 

LXXXIV. 
THE FACE DIVINE, 

I had sweet visions of the face divine ; 

Sometimes a woman's face it was, and tender — 

Yearning forgivingly o'er each offender, 
With pity softening every perfect line. 
Again it was a strong man's face, — and fine 

With thought and ardent labour ; crowned with flowers 
I saw it next, — moist buds of eglantine. 

And roses plucked from summer-coloured bowers. 



Then came a season dark — the face no more 

Shone near me ; it had vanished, and I dreamed 

That every vision of the Lord was o'er ; 

Yet forth again, sun-bright, the great face gleamed,- 

Sun-bright, but as the sun through clouds appears, 

For lo ! the face divine was wet with tears. 



:^ 
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LXXXV. 
UTTERL Y ALONE. 

Alone at last we shall be. Then thine eyes 

Shall be the light that lights us on our way ; 

Thy face the glory of the perfect day ; 
Thy beauty the soft splendour of sunrise. 
All other loves shall fade. Far past us flies 

Sorrow, a bird on pinions gaunt and grey. 

The earthly sun is setting, but its ray 
Is faint by that great fire that Love supplies. 



Alone, alone, no mortal near us — air 

Above us and around us : all the scars 

Of life are healing ; now no lingering care 

With sword perverse enfeebles us and mars. 

I am alone with thee, thou woman fair, — 

Thee only, and God's presence, and the stars. 
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LXXXVI. 



NOW, 



Now that I pass towards the pure Ideal, 

All earthly things are sanctified and white ; 

Now that I live as in my Lady's sight, 
Superb imaginations crown the real. 

I am happy now : before me shines the right,- 
Sweet to pursue, a gracious flag to follow : 
All lesser lamps are glow-worms in a hollow. 

By Purity's unutterable light. 



I seek my Lady now with tender pleasure. 

With hands made bold and spirit undefiled ; 
Happy I am as in the golden leisure 

Of early love, — no more perverse and wild ; <E^ 

I love beyond all words, beyond all measure. 

With laughter like the laughter of a child. 
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LXXXVII. 
IN ALL STARS AND FLO IVERS, 

In stars and flowers I see my Lady now ; — 
Now in the violets blue her glances shine, 
Her mouth is hidden amid the eglantine, — 

The lilies are the whiteness of her brow. 
The simplest bud is beautiful to me, 

O never-ending love of mine, O lady, 

Because of thine own beauty ! — Yea, for thee 

Red roses blush in garden-alleys shady. 



The world of flowers is thine : all gathered posies 
Are symbols of the rich eternal roses 

That bloom around the richness of thine heart. 
All snowdrops and all buds of lily-brightness 
Are but as signs of thine imperial whiteness, — 

Yea, whiter than God^s whitest rose thou art. 
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LXXXVIII. 
AN OLD OLD SPLRIT. 

Thou art an old old spirit, — thou dost belong 

To some far different place and other days ; 

Thou heardest perhaps in Paradise the praise 
I give thee, smiling at my love-taught song. 
Upon the ancient winds thou hast been strong ; 

Thou hast sailed wide upon the ocean-ways ; 

In far forgotten epochs just such lays 
Of passion at my eager lips did throng. 



Upon this earth again thou hast been born, 
But of thine earthly parents thou art not : 
Destined for some diviner grander lot 

Thou art ; from some soul-sphere thou hast been torn ; 
Thy spirit, incarnate in thy baby-cot, 

Left sister-angels for thy loss to mourn. 
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LXXXIX. 
THE MARRIAGE IN MUSIC. 

O Beatrice, my lady, — yea, my queen, — 
When I hear music I am one with thee, 

And one with some high heavenly life serene. 

The marvellous piercing sound transfigures me; 

All sorrows vanish, — all the woes between; 

Thy whiteness leads me like a white fair star 
Rising with solemn purport from afar, 

Silver above broad endless billows green. 



The star of thy pure whiteness glittereth so, 
Lighting life's tideway with sweet silver glow 

Till all the trembling waves are mute and bright 
Thy glory around me gleameth : — as of old 
Life's waters all were tinged with magic gold 

When first the sun of first love rose in might. 



JOINED, NOT BLENDED. 103 



xc. 



JOINED, NOT BLENDED. 

Joined, yet not hopelessly confused or blended, 

Shall spirit-lovers in their union be. 
If one fair shape were lost, desire were ended, — 

Then would ensue unglad satiety. 
High individual power shall be extended ; 

Though two are one, yet separate thoughts shall mingle, 

As through the spirit-lips the rich throbs tingle, — 
The thoughts that here on separate forms depended. 



Not mixed, not swallowed up, but grand as ever 
Shall be the spirit-body of my bride. 

Not brought too near to kiss, the sweet eyes never 
Obscured, but brightened rather, — deified ; 

The sweet lips still a separate perfect flower ; 

The pure mind still an independent power. 
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XCI. 
WITH BEATRICE IN GOD, 

My life is hid with Beatrice in God, — 

And hidden with her in all things sweet as well ; 

In every flower whereon her footstep fell, 
Each rose rich-blushing on the sunny sod. 
She, being sweet, can clothe my soul with sweetness 

And subtle mystic power too fair to tell, 
And all poetic passionate completeness ; 

She, being glad, can lift from sorrow's hell. 



My life is hid with Beatrice in pleasure, — 
My life is hid with her beyond the sky : 

My fair delight, my love, my sweet-winged treasure, 
The utter gift of God, she is ; and I 

With tender worship passing tenderest measure 
In music thus to Music's self reply. 
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XCII. 
NO W, 11 A VI NG SEEN THEE. 

Now, having seen thee, all my song is ended, — 
I care no more for words, now once again 
Thy sweet face, sadder, but as fair as when 

First with love's vision it so softly blended, 

Has met and crowned me; when we breathe quite close, 
We do not sing the beauty of the rose, — 
There's hardly room now, left between our lips, 
E'en for this song, as forth the flutterer slips ! 



I cannot speak of mine own soul ; and thou 

Art mine, my lady : — when the souls are one, 
The long, long task of separate praise is done ; 

Thy glance has brought completion to my vow, — 
The gaze that bade me sing, now bids me cease ; 
The look that worked me woe, now grants me peace. 
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XCIII. 

THROUGH TROPIC WOODS, 

I am as one who, threading tropic woods 

The first time, wondered at the marvels fair 
That met his yearning vision everywhere 

Through the green splendid tangled solitudes, — 
Who worshipped in that dense and torrid air 

Some wonderful white blossom by the way, 

Ready to kiss with tender lips each spray 

That laughed beneath the blue heavens' burning glare. 



Just as he worshipped wildly, — yet at last. 
When the sweet days of distant awe were past. 

Plucked tenderly the blossom for his own, — 
So hold I now my snow-white bud too near 
P'or the old tremulous glance, the old sweet fear, 

Since worship into living love has grown. 
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XCIV. 
THE SUMMER. 

The spring has passed, — the spring-time of my strain, 
The spring of thy fair life ; now round us summer 
Beams and his wings resound, an ardent comer. 

With fervent loves in his impassioned train. 

Thine hair is fragrant with the smell of flowers 

Still, — but no flowers of simpler spring remain ; 
Still art thou beauteous as in those first hours 

Of love, — but no lost hours again we gain. 



We pass towards perfect summer ; our delight 
Is hidden for us among the full-leaved trees, 

And 'mid the passion of the August night. 
And by the moonlit wonderful still seas 

Of August : thine imperial face is bright 

With summer thoughts and ripest ecstasies ! 
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xcv. 

/ AM CONTENT. 

I am content ; I twine thy deep dark hair 

With August flowers : the meadow-sweet I bring 
That long ago in sorrow I did sing, 

Ere love renewed for me his music fair. 

Thou passest through me like some viewless air 
Of summer, touching with thy fragrant wing 
My lips and eyes : white blossoms round thee cling, 

Whiter than e^en our snowiest May can bear. 



The marvellous perfume of the old lost dream 
Again pervades me ; once again some flower 

Ne'er known on earth, but whose white petals gleam 
Perhaps in some redolent angelic bower. 

Wraps me in speechless scent, — and, as of old, 

Thy white arms, shuddering softly, round me fold. 
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XCVI. 



MY O WN FOR E VER. 



^^ My lady of the rosebands and the bays, 

My dimple, and my soft caressing *' speech ; 
My pure eternal unforgotten " ways," 

My smiles, with sonnet-plumage hid in each : 
" My sweet hair still divinely downward streaming," 

My hands so soft and wonderful and white ; 
My mind with delicate love-fancies teeming. 

My glance of heavenly and most sacred light : 
My lips so pure and red, so sweet and tender, 

My heart so glad and great, so deep and warm ; 
My silver voice, to which love did surrender, 

My breast, white as a sea-bird's thro' a storm : — 
For ever and for ever, though they fled, 
All these are inine^ — now selfish love lies dead. 
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XCVII. 
THE LIFE OF MUSIC. 

The boundless life of music now at times 

Descends upon us :— lo ! we form a part 

Of music's wide unutterable heart, 
And mix, in rapture, with the eternal rhymes. 
We traverse, in a dream, strange spirit-climes ; 

We hear strange oceans beating on white shores ; 

We thread strange rivers to the plash of oars 
Unearthly, ringing round us silvery chimes. 



The spirit of music lifts us, — and our love 
Becomes a passion every change above : 
The spirit of music aids us, and its fire 
Is one with us in one intense desire : 
The spirit of music bears us towards that sea 
Whose blue waves murmur — " Immortality ". 
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XCVIII. 
THOU, AND THE FLOWERS, 

Thou art eternal, and thy flowers as well. — 

The gold-brown ripples curling by the banks 
Of Esk, — the meadow-sweet in tufted ranks, — 

The vast eternal ocean^s moonlit swell, — 

The purple heather broidering moor and fell, — 

The green rich grass, — the blossoms by the way,- 
AIl that Love saw in Love's one perfect day, — 

The yellow laughing corn, — the fern-lined dell : — 



All these for ever, though we pass, abide : 
The grey or green cliffs sloping to the tide ; 
The great black ships that clove the yielding deep ; 
The stars that over us pure watch did keep ; 
All these are in my song v — and thou art there, 
Tender to me alone, — to all hearts fair. 
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XCIX. 
THE OLD RAPTURE. 

Now, every time that music sends its dream, 

Winged like an angel, o'er the listening skies, 
I meet, eternal love, thy full clear eyes. 

And pass into the old ecstatic stream 

Of thoughts that God's sweet vivid hand supplies. 

The old flower-rapture, fragrant, is around 

My spirit, snatching it from earthly ground, — 

Towards heavenly hills on flower-soft wings I rise. 



The great immortal yearning soul within 

Yearns like a wrestling giant, and it shakes 
The body terribly, — and it forsakes 

The earth, and all earth's joys and soulless din, 

* 

And seeks the regions where the eternal streams, 
Like lilies on their ripples, lift love's dreams. 



FAR FROM ALL SMALLNESS. 113 



c. 



FAR FROM ALL SMALLNESS, 

Far from all smallness towards the eternal hills 
Of highest Art I lift thee : — thou hast been 
As one who, child-like, 'mid the meadows green 

Plays, bathing white feet in earth's murmuring rills. 

But now her mission holy Art fulfils, — 

She calls thee forth to be an endless queen. 
Forsake all lower thoughts ; with happy mien 

List to the song whose passion through thee thrills ! 



Thy days of earth are over : come with me, 
And watch the stars, and hearken to the sea, 
Whose every solemn wave doth whisper " Thee ". 
The moon above the waters rises slow — 
Sweeter than dreams around us is the flow 
Of silver streamlets : — Love waits ; let us go ! 

Christmas Day ^ 1876. 

8 



LOVE SLAIN, YET RISEN : 



TEN SONNETS. 



(1871.) 



I. 



OVER. 

So it is over, sweet ! you never came 

In golden honey-scented dreams at night, 

To clothe the worship of my mouth with light : — 

I only saw the shadow of the flame 

Of mine own vast desire, — ^and felt the aim 

Of mine own bow bent backward, and the might 
Of mine own love ; now you are fled from sight. 

And yet, good God, the sun has risen the same ! 



And harder than aught else it is to think 

That I shall never gather, — nor will you, — 
In any sipping of the tide of blue 

Whose forward march of waves we have to drink, 
The slightest taste upon the palate sore 
Of the heaven dosed to each for evermore. 



Ii8 WHITE TIDES. 



11. 



WHITE TIDES. 

It is even as if a huge and pleasant tree 

Were coiled around the world, — ^as if the sky 
Had shuddered suddenly its blue more nigh 

And opened bosom sweet for us to see, 

That we might never escape, — but breathe and be 
Made hot and cold and terrified and dry 
And moist for very horror : — so am I 

Encircled, captured, powerless to flee ! 



For she surrounds me : yea, she ts the world, — 
The universe, and God, and my own soul ; 
And / am nothing but a burnt-up scroll ; 
And round about my heart her wings are furled, 
And sweet upon my breast her lips are curled, 
And white tides of her hands across me roll. 
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III. 



THE GOLDEN TOUCH. 

I groped my hazardous and slippery way 

Along the clammy corridors of death, 

With many a groan and catching of the breath 
And sorry overturned attempts to pray, 
And many a slip and watery cold delay 

Where steel-blue pools were stretched across the floor ;- 

Nor had I any vision of the door 
Beyond, — that opens, smiling, into day. 



Grey were the mosses on the walls, and cold 
And slimy, — and the air was very dark ; 
But here and there shone forth a tiny spark, 

A glitter on their surface as of gold. 

Where, when he staggered through the pass of old. 
The hand of dying Keats had left a mark. 
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IV. 



THE OLD GREEN ARCHWAY. 

The old sleep-spectres would have passed away, 

Had you been gracious, sweet. I should have slept, 
And woke and smiled, and woke again and wept. 

Too peaceful and too close to God to pray, 

Your bosom being God-gifted to convey 
The sense of sweet security to me : — 
I should have found his soft repose in thee, 

And sunk in heaven deeper day by day. 



But heaven on earth is given to but few 

To linger in, — I have seen it, — it is good 

But it has vanished ; — when it comes in view, 
I know that I shall feel as if I stood 
In the old green archway of that autumn wood, 

And the first sweet angel-vision will htr—you. 
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V. 



THE SENSE OF DEATH. 

The sense of death is nothing ; — for it brings 
A perfect vision of things seen already. 
I recognise with eyesight cleansed and steady 

A gold-clad chorus of familiar things, 

And feel the fluttering of your sweet wings 

And touching of your hands, — and your glad breath 
Makes a rose-garden of the vale of death, 

And heaven it is for your glad voice that sings. 



God ! this is nothing new. I passed, before, 
The gate of death, — and felt upon my face 
The subtle airs of heaven, and the grace 
And golden glamour of the open door 
That leads to the eternal unbound shore, — 

When hand in hand of mine She came to place. 
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VI. 



THE OLD DESIRE, 

Clear winds and head erect and face unbound, 
And rustle of the summer in the trees, 
And all a woman's beauty in the breeze, 

And all a woman's laughter in the sound 

Of silver rivulets, — ^'twas this I found. 

Emerging from death's mountain-tops that freeze 
With stiffened and attenuated knees 

And limping into lower heavenly ground. 



The old desire, and not another love : 

The perfect circle of the former moon : 
The sweet completion of the self-same tune, 
Rounded, and made more beautiful above : — 
The breast and pure white aspect of my dove. 
As she shone in that pale prophetic swoon. 
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VII. 
GOD'S WOMAN-HEART. 

God having given Love, it cannot be 

That he should take it I anv calm to wait 
Till as a rosebud at his palace-gate 

That unforgotten face of her I see, — 

For this and nothing else shall come to me. 
In this life or the next, or soon or late : — 
I fall into the outspread arms of fate. 

And — find they are the pleasant arms oithee! 



Does God in heaven seek love and sigh for praise ? 

Neither is his from me, being left forlorn. 

For so the double heart of God is torn 
Asunder ; and for any song I raise, 
Deprived of his sweet tender winning ways. 

It had been better had I not been born. 
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VIII. 

A QUESTION. 

They climbed the stairs and met : and having burst 
Upon the kingly corridors and the gold 
Untarnished gates of heaven, they unfold 

Sweet unbound memories from the very first 

Forgotten is that lonely land accurst, 

And all the grey wan mists and vapours cold, 
And desolation pitiful and old, 

And inextinguishable ardent thirst 



But when the gentle rippling of her feet 

Upon the floors had ceased (for, while she listened 
To Dante's journey and the soft eyes glistened 

With pity, they were tender and would beat 
In sympathetic time), — " Do you remember," 

Said he, " that gathered crown of meadow-sweet ? " 
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IX. 



THE CHOICE. 

She chose flushed heaven ; — ^the lilies, and the psalms, — 

White robes, and endless upturned childish faces ; 

Green valleys, and smooth thickly-trodden places ; 
Broad lakes, and seemly skies, and sunlit calms ; 
And harps, and incense, and the outpoured charms 

Of many ministering angelic graces. 

I chose the wild earth that the wild wind braces 
And folds around her wild delicious arms. 



And so we separated. Shall we meet 

At all in Time, I wonder? Having made 

My bride, the earth, rose-flushed and fair and sweet, — 
Her heaven having dwindled into shade, — 
Think you that on the verge of death delayed 

My tears may overtake my Lady's feet ? 



126 MY ROSE, 



X. 



MY J^OSJS. 

In the fair garden occupied by those 

Loved of the poets, I would place my queen,- 
And very sure am I there hath not been 

Upon the grass-plots any statelier rose ; — 

That in that garden not a blossom blows 

With sweeter scent, or more abundant sheen 
Of flawless petals, — that amidst the green 

No tenderer bud of fiery crimson glows. 



There she shall stand for ever : — and when I 
Am dead, and she forgets my very name, 

My soul shall not forget to leave the sky 

And bend above her in the sun*s red flame 
And soothe her with soft showers, — unknown to her 

My presence shall perpetually be nigh. 



TO BEATRICE. 



A SEQUENCE OF FIFTY SONNETS. 



I. 

THE PROGRESS OF PASSION, 

Ah me, how I love Womanhood ! the wonder, 

The dream-delight, that round their being clings, — 
The eyes that shatter, and the touch that stings, — 

The power that lives in lightning and in thunder. 

That flies from out the storm-clouds tossed asunder. 
Dwells likewise in these fairy tender things ; — 
In daintiest maiden fair who sits and sings ; 

Clasp palms, — the electric shock shall rush from under. 



For me the wonder wanes not, but increases : 
A stern belief Fm holding as mine own, — 

That only in the bud, in broken pieces. 

Has love of man and woman yet been known ; 

That time it is, when earthly passion ceases. 
To hurl the planet from her central throne. 

1870. 
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II. 



THE BA Y-LEAF CRO WN, 

And is it yet in front, in spite of all ? 

That crown my eyes are hungry to embrace, — 
And will my head be ever fitting place 

On which its circular shadow soft may fall ? 

If this be so, I am strong to burst the thrall 
Of every low desire that backward bears 
A soul that should be wingfed as the airs, — 

That downward drags a heart that should be tall 
As a majestic oak, and as the sea 

In width, and as the diamond air above 

In depth, intensity, and warmth of love 

Towards all the living things that 'neath it be,- 
And long as woman's memory, — and as free 

And gentle as the flying of a dove. 

1870. 
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III. 



UNDIVIDED SERVICE, 

We have to give her eyes, and hearts, and hands, 

Sweet poet-brothers, lovers of my soul ; 

We have to crown her with the living whole 
Of power that each in his degree commands. 
Silent and smiling before each she stands. 

Ready to lay cool palms upon his brow 

If only he will swear allegiance now. 
Renouncing love of home, and life, and lands. 

Renouncing popularity and praise 
And great laudation of most petty minds 

And all the vulgar hubbub of the ways ; — 
The man that doth this thing most surely finds 
The earth as fresh as when, drawing up the blinds. 

Upon a rain-washed summer morn we gaze. 

1870. 
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IV. 



DEATH'S LIPS AND PALMS. 

There are two crowns I covet most of all. 

One that the fair white brows of poets wear, — 

That blossoms only in song's golden air ; 
The other that a woman's grace let fall 
Upon the head of him she wills to call 

Her knight, and whom she singleth out to bear 

Her banner ; — not as yet alas ! my hair 
The strange sweet dark-green deathless leaves inwall 

Nor have my lips been crowned with Love's long kiss ; 

I wait for both, — I wait the most for this ; 
I wait — and it may be that no warm grasp 
May round my living brow the former clasp, 

That 1 may never know the latter bliss, 
Till lips and brow Death's lips and rough hands rasp. 

1870. 
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V. 



WHITE, 



White, when I saw you last, with eyes as clear 

As ocean in the summer over sand, 

Your face was, — when I pressed your cold sweet hand;- 
I did not know it was the last time, dear. 
And so another sonnet-pressure here 

I send, — the last wave washed upon the strand, — 

The very last time really^ understand, — 
Last petal of the last rose of the year. 



The last long wailing of a harpsichord, — 

Last struggle, last spent sobbing, of a flute,- 
Last broken iridescence of a lute, — 

Last gleam and snapping of a singer's sword ; 

I^st surge of passion round about you poured ; 
Last sunset-lustre on love's golden fruit. 

1871. 
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VI. 



GOJyS SCORN. 

Beautiful scorn of God ! as gently poured 
Upon the sinner as a summer dew, 
Yet having power to penetrate him through 

With swift incision of a two-edged sword ; — 

Thou sweet and subtle terror of the Lord, 

Having a woman's face, and just as tender 
In the end to every soured and frail offender 

As is a maiden in her mute award 

Of final free forgiveness to her lover, — 

As beautiful as are her tearful eyes 

When lashes and the red lids gently rise 

Peace and her vanished anger to discover, — 
We dread thee not, for, storms and shadows over. 

Comes summer, and the blue caress of skies. 

1871. 
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VII. 
MY HEART. 

I dreamed that I was carving Rosalind's name 
Upon a beech-boll in a sweet green wood, — 
And laughed to see the letters start out good 

And rapid, like white strips of cloven flame. 

But soon a sense of sick desire o'ercame 

My spirit, — weary and weak and faint I stood ;- 
Stayed was my fiery speed ; I hardly could 

Move knife within the rind for tears and shame. 



Then, as I looked, behold the sap grew red 
And I grew fainter ; — waking with a start, 

I saw that, where I thought the trunk had bled. 
My veins were opened, — that, with careful art. 

My soul's impetuous ichor I had shed. 

Carving the name of Rosalind on my heart. 

1871. 
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VIII. 

Not " Beatrice/' rather " BicS " r—I 
Was ignorant of Dante's heart until 
The soft diminutive my heart did thrill 

With tender lips and a caressing sigh. 

For Beatrice might a warrior die, — 

For Bicd it was that Dante lived to fill 
The ages with a voice, and stamp his will. 

Regnant, on all Italian destiny. 



For Bic^ the stern eyes were large with light. 
And stern lips softly luminous with song ; 

For her, like some melodious eagle's flight, 
His deathless winged poem passed along 

The clouds, before all listening peoples' sight : — 

For her the eternal toil-worn hands waxed strong. 

1871. 
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IX. 

SAD SONNETS. 

Sad sonnets written while a wild hope lasted, 
I kiss your eyes, and give you subtle wings. 
That towards the distance of blue previous things 

Your plumes may hasten : while I fought and fasted 

And triumphed, these were written, — now, dismasted. 
Around my soul the white foam-fever clings, 
And in my ears the chant sonorous rings 

Of waves that break the ship's hull bent and blasted. 



But these were written while a hope remained, — 
Wild, unfledged, a young eaglet in a dream, — 

And while as yet a madman's eyes were strained 

Through mists wherein strange answering glances gleam ; 

Written before the soft red sweet lips spoke. 

By the strong heart that loved them, — till it broke. 

1871. 
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X. 

SADDER SONNETS. 

Yet sadder sonnets, now the hope has glittered 
Into the golden heaven of a death 
Where there is neither voice nor daily breath 

Nor usual singing, are these fragments littered 

Upon the leaves in which my harp-strings twittered 
As linnets or as thrushes heretofore : — 
The wind blown on me from the further shore,- 

With foam and flying sea-weed bands embittered. 



Take them, all tender hands of sweet glad maidens, 
And weave them as red tendrils in your hair 
And bring them towards my queen,— that she be fair, 
Whether my face be shaken and disjointed, 
Cold, darkened, by no pity of hers anointed, 
Or — softened by a God-sent breath of air. 

1871. 
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XI. 



" JVI/AT If AS BEEN, IS." 

What has been, is, I have lost my rose, and yet 
I know that, if a rose-bloom God there be, 
That rose of his sweet nurture I shall s,ee 

And with the former love my lids be wet, — 

And that the wings of passion-fed regret 

Shall part, and glisten into air, and flee ; — 
And that she shall be tender unto me, 

And that these eyes shall meet the eyes I met 
On that far seashore in the sweet old days 

In some rose-haunted nook of heaven again. 
Be it how it may, no other hand can raise 

My forehead in the grasses of wan pain 

Sunk deep,— and, if for ever I remain 
Alive, no other woman will I praise. 

1871. 
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XII. 
DIVINELY " VICTRIX '\ 

I dreamed my love was aged and infirm, 
An autumn rose with desolated leaves ; 
But now my waking truer sight perceives 

Its beauty is but as a crimson germ. 

The winds that shook my blossom for a term 

Depart, — and, having cleansed away the brown 
And faded petals, leave my flower's crown 

Divinely " victrix " over winter's worm. 



Over the past I run a rapid eye — 

Over the tuneful work that I have done, — 
And, where I thought love's silver waves were dry, 

Behold a golden streamlet just begun ; 

See, for a perished moon, a mounting sun ; 
For grey despondent clouds, a fervid sky ! 

1871. 
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XIII. 
THE SFIRirS CRYING. 

At times the spirit yearns within and groans 
Striving to widen into utmost bloom, 
And wrings the over-narrow fleshly tomb, 

And drives a wail of muffled undertones 

Through shaken sinews and responsive bones, — 
Ardent and amorous after the sweet breath 
And purple-dyed redeeming feet of death, — 

And weeps with strange intelligence, and moans. 



Then am I bitterly on fire to soar 

With white unfettered diligence, and cast 
My spirit 'mid the thunder clouds, and pour 

The music of my soul along the blast ; 

One with all dead fair spirits floating past. 
One with the sea's illimitable roar. 

1871. 
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XIV. 
THE YOUNGER BEATRICE. 

I brought my love to Beatrice ; and said, — 

" Sweet lady of the ages, smile upon 

The plumage of my sorrow-shadowed swan. 
And lay thy golden palm upon her head. 
And touch with thine own lips of gracious red 

Her faint lips, white, and sorrow-stained, and wan" ; 

I prayed and looked ; but Beatrice was gone. 
And a triumphal figure gleamed instead 

Before me, — even a woman clad in sweet 
Divinity of overflowing hair 

That clothed her as in soft cascades of gold, 

Even as a shining torrent to the feet ; — 
And blue thin robes of delicatest air 

Fell round her shoulders, fold surpassing fold. 

1871. 
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XV. 
DEATH. 

I hung upon the marble breast whose cold 

Still waves of death shall overshadow each, — 
And as a milk-white babe's devoid of speech 

Were the red lips that once were trumpets bold ; — 

Till, lastly, I took courage to behold 

The eyes of Death, — and tenderly they shone ; 
And straightway as the bosom of a swan 

Was Death's breast, and his ringlets of pale gold. 

And then I knew that tenderer than the soul 
Of Woman was the sacred soul of Death, 
And his ice-breathing softer than her breath ; 

And that the cold black waves that round him roll 
Change, —when they touch calm fearless human 

feet, — 
To summer waters, sun-caressed and sweet. 

1871. 
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XVI. 
ONE NIGHT. 

One night she came, — like a strange spreading flower, — 
And sprinkled many a petal on the floor, 
And stood between me and the close-shut door, 

Awful in her excess of maiden power. 

And even as a green delightful bower 

The chamber was ;— her softness seemed to steep 
My spirit in wondrous depths of magic sleep, 

And time fell dead, — hour floated after hour. 

Then force immortal lifted either soul, 

And hand in hand through dark wild solitudes 
And green recesses of moon-lighted woods 
We wandered ; for some fairy seemed to roll 
The yielding walls aside, — and sorrows stole 
Away like ghosts with white averted hoods. 

1871. 
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XVII. 
LOVE'S OCEAN, 

The year is all but ended. I have seen 

Dim loves shine many and in varied guise 

Through the wild days, and those sweet emerald eyes 

Whence flames the soul of my eternal queen 

Once, as a moon with beatific sheen, 

From some enchanted ocean seemed to rise. 
And all the groans and agonies and sighs 

And prickly heavensent torments that had been 
Sank underneath the billows of that sea : — 

And over me my Lady seemed to flow, 
And loosened the intolerable knee 

Of lamentation and despair and woe, — 

Away did sorrow's dark wings flutter slow. 

And the black plumes of pain were forced to flee. 

Dec. 24, 1 87 1. 
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XVIII. 
OLD POEMS, 

Old poems lay before me, — and I knew 
Again the floating dreams of early days 
Which led me captive underneath the blaze 

Of summer, when the sea was wide and blue 

In front, — the cliff beneath me, — and when you 
Walked as a queen along those windy ways. 
And held towards me a sweet crown of bays 

Wet with Youth's crystal sinless globes of dew. 

Now for the morning the calm sunset shines 
Before me, — and the sun's remorseless eye 

Is red between tall pillars of black pines 

Wherethrough I have to travel by and bye ; 

Marching alone through their imposing lines, 
Dim, vast, and imperturbable, and high. 

Dec. 24, 1871. 
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XIX. 
ONE BY ONE, 

The loves depart and vanish, one by one, 

Like women gathering up receding gowns 

And smiling into night, — ^and their gold crowns 
Are as the stormy setting of a sun 
Over whose shuddering face the damp clouds run, 

And finger and distress him till he drowns ; 

And their red roses like short flowers on downs. 
And their gold garments even as cobwebs spun, 

And their gold tresses as the horrid locks 
Of some dispersed and slippery cold weed 

Clinging in brown flat coils upon the rocks. 
And kisses only as the floating seed 

The thistle gives to air, — and as coarse stocks 
The blossoms where our passions used to feed. 

Dec, 24, 1871. 



148 A STRAiVGE SAD YEAR, 



T* 



1 



XX. 
A STRANGE SAD YEAR, 

A strange sad year. — Mine ancient passion fell 

As a vast stone from heaven, and sounded through 
The icy corridors and chambers blue 

That decorate God's everlasting hell, — 

And all his angels shouted, " It is well," — 
^ And all his seraphs answered, ** He is true : 
It was a seemly gracious thing to do ; 

It is a seemly valiant deed to tell ". 



But as for me, I turned my back on God, 

And on the green stones and the red bright floors 
And golden handles of rich golden doors, 

And diamond brilliance of his fervid rod, 

And the white flame that round about him pours. 

And all the lurid wealth of his abode. 

Dec. 24, 187 1. 
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XXI. 
A GREEN ARCADE. 

My spirit revelled in a green arcade 

And felt the motion and the bloom of flowers,— 
The feathery cool despondence of the shade, 

The joy of rivulets in summer showers. 

And the inner sense of passion's secret bowers : 4 
And then there came a maiden and she said, 

** I dwell beyond the immortal blue-tipped towers 
And valleys tenanted by the extreme dead 
Where the perpetual swift sun's rays are red, 

And, long before the mystery of birth, 
These eyes that shine like emeralds in my head 

Flashed upon thine with laughter and quick mirth ;- 
Before thy first infantine whisper fell, 
I was thine immemorial Isobelle ". 

1872. 
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XXIL 
FI^OM SPRING TO AUTUMN, 

My love was lost : 'twas in the early spring, — 

But so divine a sunset-flame attended 
The loss of that immeasurable thing 

That even with autumn the sweet colours blended, 
• And at cold Christmas snows were hardly ended, 
Illuminating all the current year 

And every leaf and flower and fruit suspended 
Within its grasp ; — so, on an evening clear, 
A crimson sunset brings the distance near 

And through long minutes its sweet bloom pervades 
The woods, till like a cold and crystal tear 

The silver moon streams lightly o*er the shades, — 
And then the last red flame of sunset goes. 
Like the last heavenly petal of a rose. 

1872. 
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XXIII, 
BEYOND THE ETERNAL HILLS. 

Most surely, far beyond the eternal hills 

And the slow river that pale men revere 
More than earth's quiet violet-girdled rills, 

Shall love and all things doubtful be made clear. 

Earth's autumn, red and solemn and austere, 
Shall blossom into green May-scented spring, 

And the opening of a green eternal year 

Arouse the happy praise of everything ; — 

Then shall the hills and heaven's copses ring 

With notes of throstles that were broken-hearted, 
And whistle of nightingales too weak to sing 

When love and all love's music had departed ; 
Then shall the faces of our passions shine 
Like angels in a golden endless line. 

1872. 
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XXIV. 
LOVE'S GOLDEN APPLE. 

Love's ^rifaen apple hung upon a tree, — 

And underneath a youth with swaying mouth 
Moved it like a strong tempest from the South 

That shakes the bright gold balls deliciously, 

Prostrating many at its laughing knee : — 

But to and fro in vain the apple swung, — 
And in the upper boughs a throstle sung, 

Seeming to mock his useless fervency. 



And then I heard a dreamy voice that said, 

Like one half-conscious of his own dim mind, 

" That golden fruit remaineth for the dead : 
By the high inexorable gods designed. 

With all its savoury core and coat of red. 
For risen unpolluted lips to find ". 

1872. 
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XXV. 



A MANY-SOUNDING GLEAM ' # 



Before my spirit waved a deep desire, 

Even as the frond of a vast tropic tree, 
Or blazing flower to overshadow me 

With wings and trembling petals of thin fire. 

And these were one with a far-sounding lyre, — 
And with the sweet grace of a woman's voice, 
Wrapped in all lovely odours that rejoice 

The ascending tropic ferns whose crowns aspire 
To meet the overhanging vault of blue. 

So every fair thing in a fragrant dream 

My spirit with an endless laughter knew, — 

Even from the utmost icy Polar stream 

To the least ruby plant of Southern hue ; — 

So was it, as in one stupendous gleam. 

1872. "*"• 
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XXVI. 
THE BLIND LINNET, 

Even as a linnet sings the better when 

Her sparkling orbs are tortured into night, 
And Milton rose with large redoubled might 

From traversing his blindness' misty fen, — 

A sufferer chants beyond the rest of men, 

Denuded of Love's sweet and crystal light, 
And angels cleave his tomb with golden flight. 

As unto Daniel in the lions' den. 



There is no light of Love ; but Love's rich garden 
Blooms deep within the unconquerable soul: — 

And, for his doubled voice, the bird can pardon 
The robbers who with blinding needles stole 

His pristine vision. Summer's fruits may harden, — 
But Memory's bloom beyond the winds' control 

1872. 
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XXVII. 
''MY SONGS MA V REACH THEEJ' 

My songs may reach thee ! They may find thee still, 
And sing beside thee on the sunny lawn, 
Or whisper in thy glad ear at the dawn, — 

Or flit beside thee by some quiet rill. 

My songs may meet thee climbing the green hill, — 
Showing that I am, now, the same as ever. 
And that fierce Life is weak as Death to sever 

The brawny knotted cordage of my will. 



My songs may reach thee ! If they find thine ear. 
Be gentle, and forbear not to bend down 

As unto some soft spirit-voice, and hear 

The songs whose golden stars shall be thy crown :- 

Gather their lonely bosoms towards thy white 

Bosom, — or let them shine in hair like night. 

1873. 
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XXVIII. 
SO UL- LOVE, 

There is a love that rides upon the wings 

Of Music and is heard in sudden storms : 
The hastening year with beauty it informs ; 

Upon the dancing poplar-leaves it swings. 

It has no common part with earthly things, 
But at the sun's immediate flame it warms 
Its tender zeal ; it seeks with outspread arms 

The full moon's crest, and outspread silvery rings. 



This love possesses, when the distance seems 
Most great between its beauty and the breast 

It follows j closer is the grasp of dreams 

Than grasp of palm by lingering palm carest 

When cold and wanton daylight round us gleams ;- 
God's world to such is one small mossy nest. 

1873. 
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XXIX. 

SLEEP, 

Sleep is a horror lo me : — once I slept 

As children sleep, and all the night passed through 

My slumber,— and the starry silence crept 

About me like a mantle of clear dew 

Descending from the soft benignant blue ; 
While all the time in wondrous subtle ways 

I was superbly conscious, sweet, of you, — 
And met the clear immeasurable blaze 
Of eyes angelical that seemed to gaze 

Like sacred stars that I had known before, 
Perhaps having seen them through the holy haze 

Of quiet woods in Paradise of yore, — 
Perhaps having seen them near the throne of God, 
When ancient heavenly places we two trod. 
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XXX. 
WHITE AND BLACK, 

A most sweet vision holds my spirit now, 
And Music adds its magic (for before 
My dreams were silent as a moonless shore 

At midnight, or a vessel's midnight prow). 

Over a woman's stately marble brow 

A pure cascade of coal-black hair doth pour : — 
The black-brown tresses that I loved of yore, 

Darkened by contrast of her body of snow. 

Ah ! lady, goddess, is it not enough 

To overcome me with thy body of white 

Surrounded with that mist of tresses black, 
As the moon rides serene upon the rough 
Dark breakers of invulnerable night ? — 

Must eyes and fiery mouth pursue my track ? 

1873. 
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XXXI. 
''IF I HAD DIED!'' 

If I had died, I might have come to thee 
As a soft breath of odorous summer air, 
Or petal of a rose-bud in thine hair, 

Or sudden recollection of the sea. 

If I had died, it had been well with me ! 

Then, as some lordly spirit winged and fair, 
I might have been the chosen one to bear 

Soft messages from heaven of hope and glee. 



I am alive, and therefore am I far 

From thee ; — I have not any angel's wings. 
Nor yet the face of any shining star, 

Nor gracious presence that a rose-bud brings : 
Life girds me round with many a prison-bar, — 

Yet chainless is this sad live mouth that sings. 

1873. 
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XXXII. 
A TENDER PLEASURE, 

It brings a tender pleasure unto me 

To think that thou may'st light upon this book, 
And read it perhaps by some clear babbling brook. 

Or mix it with the melody of the sea ; 

To think that in thy dreams my song may be, — 
That thou may*st blend* it with the sunset-glow 
Or with the chant of breezes as they blow, — 

Yea, with all Nature's gifts that gladden thee. 



Amid the pleasures of thy happy life 

Let this my labour be one pleasure still, 

And, though thou art a mother and a wife. 

Keep one chord separate for my song to thrill, 

That so thou may'st be conscious, 'mid the strife. 
Of one love Time is powerless to chill. 

1873. 
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XXXIII. 
" THOU ART alive:' 

Thou art alive, my lady ! Like a flame 

The fancy crosses me, — for through the long 
Sad days the wild birds listen to my song, 

Without my harp's sweet utterance of thy name. 

I hardly hold this world to be the same 

Wherein the old scent of meadow-sweet waxed fair. 
When ferns and meadow-sweet within thine hair 

I twisted, — all that sweeter wealth to claim. 



Thou art alive ! and therefore can I praise 
With tenfold vigour thy departing form. 

Thy soft foot lingers yet in Life's green ways : 

Thou art not smitten as yet by Death's black storm :- 

Oh, let me in this happy simple fact 

Find wit to sing, and valorous arm to act ! 

1873. 
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XXXIV. 
YEARNING AND ITS MUSIC-ANSWER. 

I. 

THE BE A UTY OF WOMAN 

Who shall possess the whole of any flower, — 

Both petals, leaves, and fragrance that abides 
In the sweet golden core where God resides, 

Casting that fragrance forth with lavish power ? 

Man doth possess a woman for an hour : — 
Upon her ample bosom's roseate tides 
Softly and sweetly for a month he rides ; 

Then winter shakes the rose-leaves from his bower. 

How shall we grasp in one excessive bliss 

The beauty and fragrance that the world has seen, 

Even from the rose-red blossom of Eve's kiss 
To the rare laughter of the Egyptian queen, 
Enclosing, sacred shuddering palms atween, 

The imperial pure significance of this ? 
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XXXV. 

11. 

THE MUSICAL BLENDING, 

There is a love beyond the love we hold 

In earthly grasp of over-eager hand, — 

A love that bloometh in another land, 
With petals of divine untarnished gold 
When from the shuddering organ notes are rolled 

Conveying hints we fail to understand, 

Or when with slender moonlight on the sand 
A distant horn blends paeans clear and bold : — 

When music at these seasons wakes in us 

Some glimpse of evanescent heavenly fire, 

We learn that love is consummated thus ! 
Yea, woman's hands in heaven are a lyre. 

And all her snow-white body a stream of sound 

Whereby we are caught; close-chained, caressed, close-bound. 
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XXXVI. 
PSYCHE'S ZONE. 

As Love bestowed on Psyche a bright snake 
To twist in belted beauty round her waist, 
That so she might be kept for ever chaste, 

And every prying hand might tremble and shake, — 

So have I given my Lady a zone to take 

And round her beating side to wind and clasp ; 
A rustling girdle of song doth grip and grasp 

The far-off heart that quivers for song's sake. 



Intrude not, any wandering lover, lest 

This serpent that around her body fair 

In tortuous coils of gleaming colours hangs 
Should strike you with irreparable fangs : — 
Leave unto me her snow-white body and breast ; 
Leave unto me her red lips and brown hair. 

1874. 
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XXXVII. 
FINAL RESURRECTION, 

I know that yet again my love shall rise 

And spurn the timid shadows and the gloom, 
Bursting the bars of the unavailing tomb 

And seeking bird-like the eternal skies. 

Then shall I know the truth of each surmise, — 
And every faint remotest intuition 
Shall shine before me in an open vision, 

When the close roof of life no more denies. 



Beyond the extreme blue haze of sunset hills 
There lies a recompense for every soul, — 

A recompense for even extremest ills : — 

Beyond those mountain-tops my Lady stole, 

And from behind those barriers, when she wills, 

She shall appear, — to make the enfeebled whole. 
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XXXVIII. 
PURSUIT AND CAPTURE. 

Is there a sweeter thing than when one feels 

The breast of Love brought closely to one's own, 
So that each sigh or softly-murmured moan 

Is caught and changed to laughter's silver peals ? 

Yea, this is sweeter — that the world conceals 
No love for ever, though she flee away 
Through woods and endless forests fierce and grey; 

Beware 1 the avenging Love is at thine heels. 

In some sequestered glade of that wild wood 

The pale pursuer is upon thee, sweet ; 
Love's angered advent thou shalt not elude, — 

Turn rather, soft-eyed, that approach to meet ! 
He treadeth after thee with footstep rude, 

And pauseth not for poisonous swamps, or heat. 

1874. 
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XXXIX. 
THE TRUE PURE POSSESSION. 

The true possession is the holy sense 

Of love and of ecstatic victory. 

Such true possession, love, was given to me : — 
A glory of triumph tenderly intense. 
A passion without envy or offence 

Was mine, — and that clear passion's blest reward 

Was the achievement of a golden sword 
That severed all the barriers dark and dense. 

One night when thou wast reading of my love. 
My yearning drew thee, — and thy spirit came. 

Like a white-winged and golden-crested dove. 

With plumage touched by .passion as by flame : 

And that night all the road between us lay 

Open as meadows where glad children play. 

1875. 
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XL. 
SISTER AND BROTHER. 

Oh, sweet, the difference when thy gaze I saw, 

And marked thy foot divinely free from flaw 

Upon the mountains and the meadows tread ! 

How swiftly I forgot thy brother's face. 

As one forgets a pale white rose's grace 
When lo ! its sister rose of noblest red 
Smiles with supreme exuberance instead, 

Filling with holier fragrance all the place ! 

How I laughed tenderly to think that this 
Unforeseen and imperishable kiss 

Lay lurking underneath the ruder stem ; 
Strange as it is to mark the emerald shoots 
Fast budding round the withered dry old roots, — 

Glad gifts divine, though we looked not for them ! 

1875. 
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XLI. 
INEXHA USTIBLE, 

A mortal love is soon exhausted ; — I 

Can draw upon a fair exhaustless store. 

The more I love and speak, I love the more, — 

My passion is as boundless as the sky. 

Yea, I will not be silenced though I die : 
In every wave that leaps upon the shore 
My voice shall be, — on larks' wings I will soar,- 

Amid the music of the breezes, cry. 

So it shall be with me : for now I find 
My gracious endless lady everywhere. 

In each fair statue her fair shape designed 

Delights, — the cowslip-beds her imprint bear ; 

And when the wind of mom a rose-bush stirs. 

It is as if the heavenly breath was hers. 

1876. 
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XLII. 
THE BURNING GLARE. 

No friend shall follow and face the burning glare 

Of thought, in those fierce realms towards which I lead: 
No lesser love shall triumph, or succeed 

In breathing that divine sun-stricken air. 

Yet well and tenderly my sweet shall fare ; — 

She shall not thirst, — her white foot shall not bleed, — 
She shall not pant for brook or flowery mead : 

Love is enough, — and Love's fount shall be there. 

Love's silver waters tender and divine 

Shall spring around us at this staff of mine, — 

The stroke of this my living staff of song : 
So, through the parched-up desert as we go. 
Sweet brooks of recompense shall round us flow. 

And never one day's journey shall seem long. 

1876. 
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XLIII. 
STILL SWEETER THINGS. 

Although the flower of fancy is most sweet, 

There are still better sweeter things to come,— 
The beauty of a rose in perfect bloom ; 

Not fancied, real ; not partial, complete. 

Passion, made fact, transcends the ideal heat 
Of passion, — as one summer day's perfume 
Of countless flowers could utterly consume 

Spring-scents of months, not in themselves unmeet. 

Beyond the glorious dream I see the fact 

More glorious, — mark the joy more glorious still 

Than any sweet hope falling short of act, 

With nought to lift it but the dreamer's will, — 

And that too often pained, distorted, racked 

By suffering, — towards the heaven it fails to fill 
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XLIV. 
UTTER POSSESSION. 

No poor imperfect union shall be ours : — 

Nay, we shall mingle in our true love's sleep 

The holy pure unutterably deep 
Balm of all strange and passion-scented flowers, 
And all the perfume of the endless powers 

Of joy that future sympathy shall reap, — 
And all the sudden fragrant wondrous showers 

Of roses that the rose-red ages keep. 

These shall be yours : and you shall be quite mine. 

With man's deep song of joy and girl's soft laughter 
(While bright before us gleams the gold hereafter) 

The roses of our passion we shall twine 

Into a wreath : your lips shall fasten fast 
On mine in sweet possession, at the last. 

1876. 
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XLV. 
THE WHITE FLOWER OF LOVE. 

A girl thou wast ; and, as a loving girl 

But no great-hearted woman, thou didst heed 
Little the love that for so long did bleed 

That every petal was as pale as pearL 

Thou didst desire to sow another seed 

Whence some more lavish blossom might upspring; 

Thou didst desire thy tender arms to fling 

Around some gaudy and gay-petalled weed. 

The flower of perfect love thou didst not know 
Because its petals all were pure as snow, — 

Thou lustedst after some more garish sight : 
The soft sweet flowers of love waved round the stem ; 
But thou didst pass, and wouldst have nought of them ; 

They do not please a girl : — they are so white. 

1876. 
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XLVI. 
REAL JO KS. 

No vision, sweet but formless, shall be mine : 
No vision, pale and bloodless, in the end. 
Thine own bright soul the Lord of Love shall send 

With mine own spirit to mingle and combine, 

Forming one spirit imperishable, divine. 
Serene, superb, ecstatic ; — then the real 
Pleasure shall utterly surpass the ideal 

Pure hope that heaven has given us for a sign. 

The real undreamed-of joys of thine embrace, 
And all the glory of thy passionate face, 

I then shall win : and pass beyond regret 
I tarry for that ultimate high grace 
Which round me robes of victory shall place. 

And on my forehead starry triumph set 

1876. 
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XLVII. 
NOT MARGARET, ALICE. 

Not Margaret, Alice. Now I put away 

All pseudonyms ; my love is pure and clear. 

The sweet name hidden through many a struggling year 
Shall shine forth, as the sun adorns the day. 
Part all ye mists, all cloud-wreaths, vapours grey, 

And let the beauty of my love flame forth ! 

Ye breezes, — ^whisper it from South to North ! 
Ye blue wide waves, — the lovely sound convey ! 



Not Margaret, Alice : — Alice as at first. 

So Alice ever to the end of time. 
I am not more by reticence accurst, — 

I hymn thee, sing thee, praise thee in my rhyme ;- 
Alice, — sweet Alice,— Alice as before; 
Alice, my crown, — my queen for evermore. 
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XLVIII. 



BETTER, 



Better it is to touch thee through my song 

And through the holy spirit of pure sound 
Than in the maddest tide of passion strong 

To tread, victorious, upon earthly ground. 

The white rose of thy kiss I never found, 
For all my eager search, and suffering long : — 
Yet, sweetest one, thou hast not worked me wrong, 

For — with thy souVs red roses I am crowned. 



This gift is better :— redder are the same. 
More delicate, more choice in richest flame. 

Than all the roses that thy lips bestow : 
These are but pale, — ^while, passionate round my head, 
Flame countless roses dyed in deepest red, — 

The others, by them, seem more chill than snow. 

1876. 
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XLIX. 
CONTENTED. 

Is any man contented with a part ? 

He shall not, surely, have or see the whole : 
He ne'er shall grasp the unutterable soul, 

Nor kiss the redder lips within the heart 

All cowardice slays passion and slays Art ; — 
At the mere thought of feebleness the wings 
Of love, like shuddering clouds the storm-blast brings. 

Flutter perturbed, — and far away they dart. 



No man shall see the whole sweet heart within. 
Till, letting God through agony slay sin, 

His own heart is as tender and as sweet 
Then shall the souls of the woman and the man 
Join fast, as if true love then first began \ 

And from this joy there shall be no retreat 

1876. 
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INVINCIBLE. 

Hccausc I know that I can reach thee quite 

And draw thy heart to my heart by a word, — 
IJccause thy sun-compelling glance of light, 

Tender for me, thy secret hath averred, — 
Hccausc the winds and the eternal night 

Hrow-wreathed with stars, our passion's voice have 
heard, — 
Because thou art to me for ever white 

And noble — white as plume of snowiest bird, — 
Hccausc God, when he gives, will give with might, 

In that so long our rapture he deferred, — 
Hccausc two meetings have sunk out of sight, 

But time himself shall tremble at our third : — 
Hccausc this is the truth, our souls defy 
Griefs serried spears and death*s malignity. 

1876. 
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I. 

A POETS PR A YEP. 

O Beauty, Maiden Goddess, hear my cry ! 

I bow my being and before thee kneel 

From men and women I to thee appeal : — 
Grant me the power to give thy foes the lie, — 
To set my teeth, and front them, and reply ; — 

Thy virgin glory they from thee would steal ; 

Enraptured worship such men cannot feel ; 
They still preserve the utterance of the stye. 

O Thou that dwellest in the ether, hear me, 
And cover me with sunset as a shield ! 

Stand forth before me. Beauty, — thou shalt clear me,- 
Grant me to utter what thou hast revealed ; 

Pour purity throughout me, — aid me, cheer me ; 
Then snatch me up into thine azure field ! 

1870. 
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11. 

HEA VEN AND HELL. 

I woke, having dreamed that I was left alone, 
And timidly outstretched a searching hand 
And searching eyes, — ^but felt that I was &nned 

By the breath of morning, and a silver tone 

Came sweet to reassure me. — Ah ! mine own, 
\Miat a reaction had God's genius planned ! 
What an uplifting from the murky land 

Into green meadows softly overblown ! 



And then I knew the difference was this, — 

Just this swift difference and nothing more, — 
Between helPs horror and the silver shore 
Of heaven ; even that between the bliss 
Of being loved and lips I thought no kiss 

Would raise from the old lone delirium sore. 

1871. 
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III. 

GOD'S HEART. 

My eyes were sweetly opened, and I knew 
The mystery of Marriage : — and, behold, 
God's heart I had the power to unfold 

And bring its inmost chambers into view ; 

And treasures many beautiful and new 

I found therein, and memories fair and old, — 
Loves silver, — plumes and diadems of gold, — 

And frosts, — and summer seasons set in blue. 



But in the centre bloomed two roses, — one 

Being red, the other white : and these were set 
Therein for ever, lest a man forget 
Whence that most sweet Ideal first was spun 
That we call Marriage, — and I knew that none 

Of God's thoughts had surpassed this Poem yet. 

1871. 
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THE LOVER OF THE AGES. 



I. 



We have had one lover, even Dante, — he 

Who did not die, but lived, for Beatrice ; 

And stole with bitter tears the golden fleece 
Of purity from hell, — nor turned to flee 
Before the infernal fiery surging sea. 

Nor the fierce ascent of the hills of peace : — 

No consummated passion of old Greece 
Was his, but hands to lift the cup that we 

And future days must realize and drink. 
We have had one lover and one poet : one 

Who when the day was darkened did not shrink, 
And whom her swift departure could not stun 
To feebleness, — and therefore as the Sun 

He shines upon the Italian waters* brink. 
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V. 
11. 

We have had one lover who was not afraid 

To live for fifty years without a bride,* 

Counting as but a moment that slow tide 
Of years that loitered and her lips delayed, — 
Seeing that every pulse of pain conveyed 

His torn heart closer to the white far side. 

And therefore hath our Dante, eagle-eyed. 
With the lone sorrow on his brows portrayed. 

Usurped the bays of the ages; — ^and when Rome 
Shall stand i' the nations' peaceful heartfelt van, 

The torrent of his heart shall circle home : 
And in the foremost city of earth I can 
Discern the foremost poet and first man, 

Who through love's agony towards love's victory clomb. 

• V^ithout his Ideal Bride. 
1871. 
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VI. 
THE FIRST WAKING. 

And what is heaven ? Ah God, as the first waking 
After the first calm child-like wedded sleep ! 
The sense of resurrection, when we reap 

Fruits manifold, and lisp with tender shaking 

Of lips soft questions, every answer taking 

For a boon to wrap within our hearts and keep : 
When we are quiet, and, unbidden, weep. 

Drowning in tears that pitiless life-long aching. 



Heaven is not better — it is just like this ! 
It is as the sense of cooling after rain. 

Or memory of a long-departed bliss 

Approaching us with rosy feet again. 
Or lifting of the thunder-cloud of pain 

Heaven is the enlargement of a perfect kiss. 

1871. 
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VII. 
THE FAR-OFF PETALS. 

I have learned the way to love. The rest God keeps 
Till under weary soles of weary feet 
The utmost Alpine snows achieved are sweet, 

And till my spirit clears itself, and leaps 

To the last ridge, and tremulously peeps 

The first green vision of far rest to greet : 
Until death's clay-cold countenance I meet, 

And these stray ears his pitiless sickle reaps. 

Then I shall know the meaning of my love. 

And why God showed it me, and hurled it back 
Among the glaciers on the trodden track, — 

Those sweet departing pinions of my dove ! 

But now she waits far frost-bound miles above, 
As a blue gentian in a tiny crack. 

1871. 
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VIII. 
SWEET DEATH. 

Sweet Death that hast the golden-coloured wings, 
Thou art not very far from any one, — 
And it may be before to-morrow's sun 

New warmth to the glad laughing green earth brings. 

Filling bright trees with many a throat that sings, 
A calm abode of peace may be begun 
For me, whereover soon shall climb and run 

The robe that o'er the dead soft Nature flings. 



And it may be that I shall be aware 

Of some old music, some forgotten tale. 

Some delicate old trembling in the air : 
And it may be that I shall rise and sail 

Majestic on the beats of pinions fair, 

Clothed valiantly in an immortal mail. 

1871. 
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IX. 



THE PERFUME OF THE SOUL, 



There are seasons when the fragrant soul within 
Leaps, as a yearning child within the womb, 
And shakes the fleshly fences of its tomb, — 

Eager to mount, and rustle, and begin 

A life delivered from the fangs of sin 

And these slow fleshly fires that do consume: — 
And then the sweet soul flings a strange perfume 

From limbs that move and struggle, and we win 
At times a wild intoxicating sense 

Of the large life of deathland, — that shall be 
One meadow of sweet ether with no fence, 

One imperturbable unbounded sea 

Wherein the soul shall revel, winged and free. 

Exulting in a magnitude intense. 
1871. 
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''EVEN AS AN EAGLES 

Even as an eagle springs aloft and leaps 

Through azure hedges of dean-cloven sky, 
My spirit seizes wings of song to fly 

Through sundered love's unfathomable deeps, 

And mounts with eager crest erect, and peeps 
Into love's nest that hinges on the sun, — 
The centre whence red beams divide and run 

With laughing feet adown the airy steeps. 



My spirit hangs upon the white fair breast, 
The splendid stooping body of the air, 

And climbs to an unutterable rest, — 

Supremely privileged to mount and share 

Love's calm of posture in that heavenly nest 
And the multitudinous mantle of her hair. 

1871. 
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XI. 



WHEN AND WHERE 'i 

When shall we meet, my lost delight, and where ? 

What regions have the flowers of thy feet 
Made odorous, or what hazy heights of air 

Have trembled o*er thine hands in kisses sweet ? 
What heaven shines with gold increase of light. 

What clouds are touched to music at thy tone, — 
What myrmidons angelic, mailed in might. 

Are humble worshippers of thee, mine own ? 
And dost thou sail through balmy sunset seas, 

Clothed with the vapours that incarnadine 
The tender outpoured ringlets of the breeze ? 

Ah ! thou art not irrevocably mine 
Till the inevitable hand of death 
Blends the forlorn divisions of our breath. 

1871. 
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XII. 



LOVE AT THE SEPULCHRE. 

At times my songs of love return and shine 

Each as a flower of individual head, 

Some white, some rosy,— some blood-stained and red,- 
Marshalled in one long unimpeded line. 
And these, with many tears and thoughts, I twine 

To bloom about that fragrant body dead, 

That over her mixed petals may be shed, 
And spices and sweet incense I combine 

To make her beauty more surpassing yet ; — 
And many months of passion, and pale days. 
And nights torn in unutterable ways, 

Are as strange flowers with rain of weeping wet, — 

Woodbine and spotted mint and mignonette 
And roses and white hyacinthine sprays. 

1871. 
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XIII. 
A POETS VISION. 

A poet lay beneath a tropic moon 

And heard strange noises in the misty woods, 
The impervious spirit-haunted solitudes, 

And felt across his face a silver swoon 

Stream as a veil of gauze, — and, sleeping soon, 
"The inner universal life revealed 
Shone through him, and creation's music pealed 

About him, like some all-embracing tune. 



And through the trees came many figures flitting 
Under the crimson candles of the night ; 

And voices of triumphant lovers sitting 

On mossy knolls, by still pools clear and bright; 

And he was one with birds and flowers unwitting. 

And through his brain there beamed a wondrous light. 

1871. 
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XIV. 



CHRISTMAS DA Y. 

An angel came— and it was Christmas Day — 

With solemn robes and awful massive head, 

Made like unto a woman, and she said, 
" There is a God ; he sends me ; rise and pray ". 
And when I would have stoutly answered " Nay," 

She took me by the hand and straightly led 

My steps, reluctant, towards a pallid shed, 
Deserted, wretched, wet with rain, and grey, 

And pushed me through the moss-grown creaking door; 
And, when my spirit found itself within. 

It cried exceedingly, and sought the floor, — 
For the worid's ceaseless and discordant din 

Was over, and I knew that death was o*er. 
And life and love should certainly begin. 

Dec, 25, 1 87 1. 
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XV. 
''DEATH'S LIPS AND PALMSr 

I wrote : — and since I wrote, my hour has come. 
The blossom of the inevitable hour 
When into bloom of one surpassing flower 

Leaps valiantly our being, — and the sum 

Of seasons vocable and seasons dumb 

And months of solitary growth of power, 
Through the red days of August and the sour 

December darkness, when the hands are numb. 



My hour has come and vanished :— as a flame 
That crowns some god-begotten hero's head 
For a moment, — and it flickers and is dead. 

And his hair seems paler now for very shame ; 

Nor is there any token whence it came. 

That fire that so transfigured him and fled. 

1871. 
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XVI. 
LOVE'S STAND-POINT, 

There is a point at which the burning soul 
Collects, as into one tremendous flame, 
Each perilous desire and every aim, 

Determining to sacrifice the whole. 

Then all God's voices and his thunders roll 

Like gathering tides across the shaken sand 
Whereon this spirit's trembling feet do stand, 

And the wide earth is as a parchment scroll 

Engraved with fier}' letters : " Thou shalt die 

And be forgotten, even as a star 

That flames, and it has vanished from the sky,- 

Even as a comet gleaming from afar, 

Approaching, and then hastening to fly, — 

But Love is as the eternal spirits are." 

1871. 
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XVII. 
A DREAM OF THE MOUNTAINS. 

A sense of sleeping in between dark firs 

That clothe some dreamy monstrous Apennines, — 
A sense of fragrance wafted from sweet pines 

Across the illimitable mountain-spurs, — 

And then, as through deep sleep the spirit stirs, 
The soft discovery that a woman twines 
Long leafy tresses, — that her splendour shines 

Through sleep, and that the ambrosial breath was hers. 



So dreamed I ; and my spirit took its flight, 
Invulnerable, o'er the mountain-tops, 

On beatific pinions, softly bright 

As are the golden crowns of August crops ;- 
Go where I will she follows me, nor stops 

Drooping for the malignance of the night. 

1872. 
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XVIII. 
LAST NIGHT, 

Last night I saw an actress young and slender 

So like my Lady, — sweet one, so like you, — 
With the old glances winged and quick and tender, 

And eyes of deep unfathomable hue. 

Her presence smote me straightway through and 
through, — 
I saw that Love is stalwart and abiding 

And mocks at all desires and ventures new. 
Consuming in his frenzy and deriding 
The oars and foolish sail that would be gliding 

Towards novel and unserviceable seas : 
Fast backward runs the keel of fancy, sliding 

Before an urgent and intemperate breeze 
Towards channels and sharp shoals I know full well, 
O'er which the perilous white breakers swell. 

1872. 
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A PARTING. 

Once more ! To summon up, in one wild minute, 

All dreams, and songs, and visions past of you, 
Is as a white rose with a serpent in it 

Erecting crest of poisonous subtle blue. 
Tis as a forest, sweet and softly tender, — 

But whose green depths, if stealthily explored, 
The cottage of some fiend to sight would render 

Who sways its avenues, a fetid lord. 
It is as if the spring contained the winter ; 

All sweet and seemly visions, somewhat foul ; 
Bright summer waves, a floating icy splinter ; 

A monk, a murderer behind his cowl ; — 
So strange a thing it is to mingle thee 
With this our parting's utter agony ! 

1872. 



200 ONCE MORE. 



XX. 



ONCE MORE. 

Once more to see her ! then to leave my lady — 
As though I vanished from some mossy dell 

Sweet, and melodious with a brook, and shady 

With those tall ferns our footsteps knew full well,- 

Wherein a seraph, winged and white, was seated, 
Daintily pondering o'er her plumy side, 

From whose clear silver mouth came notes repeated. 

So dulcet that to chant them one had died : — 
To leave this mossy nook past recognition 

And face the steaming vapours of the sea. 
Changing wood-witchery for the grey sea-vision, — 

Such is the fate that hovers over me ; 
For, leaving her, I leave all dreams and hopes. 
And seem to cling to some ship's tossing ropes. 

1872. 
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XXI. 
THAT STRANGE NIGHT. 

I. 

Ah, that strange night ! the sense as if a lady 

Bearing in her sweet fingers all things good, 
With pleasant smell of roses, as a shady 

Melodious aspen, over against me stood. 
The sense of melting softly in her bosom, 

As into beds of flowers, new-mown hay, — 
Or some transparent odorous tall blossom, 

Or crimson bloom magnificent of may. 
The sense of mingling, once for all, for ever, 

Till hair and lips and faces are but one 
Body supreme that Death shall fail to sever, 

And Life, and Time, and every moon and sun :- 
Ah ! love ! 'twas somewhat such as this I felt. 
When through my trembling soul thy soul did melt. 
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XXII. 



XL 



It was but in a room ; — I had been sleeping ; 

The still night deepened, — ^and I was alone. 
When on a sudden I awoke low-weeping, 

And through and through me rang thy silver tone. 
And then I saw thee, sweet one, far more clearly 

Than I shall ever see again in life, 
Not face to face, but soul to soul, — more nearly 

Than mother is to son, or man to wife. 
Then all the room was filled as with some essence 

Ethereal, heavenly, fragrant and divine ; — 
God's own intoxicating gracious presence, 

Mixed with the intoxicating sense of thine. 
Pervaded every shadow of the gloom 
With rose-hung arches and tempestuous bloom. 
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XXIII. 



III. 



Tempestuous ! for so wild the nectar seemed, 

So overflowing the gold cup of joy, 
It was as if a damnfed murderer dreamed 

That once again he walked a happy boy. 
So vast the mighty change, — so great the weeping, — 

And the spirit's eagle-like gigantic bound 
From the pale earth whereon it had lain sleeping 

To crystal banks and pearl-strewn heavenly ground. 
So wonderful a perfume sought the ceiling, 

So silvery a footstep trod the floor. 
That all my brain and every pulse swam, — reeling 

As never mortal's pulses reeled before ; 
And I was swallowed up, sweet soul, in thee, 

There to abide through all eternity. 
1872. 
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XXIV. 
A YEAR AGO, 

A year ago ! and yet as fresh as ever 

Is all the rose-bloom wonder of that night 

Whose mysteries shall be repeated never, — 
When every bashful secret leapt to sight, 
And the intellect was robed in love's young light, 

Transfigured even as a golden Christ 

Emerging from his tomb with passionate might, — 

Dividing with fair wings of amethyst 

The vapours and the gloom and all the mist. 
Risen and brave and exquisitely clear : — 

So when your pale pure spirit, sweet one, kissed 
Mine, dead was all the doubt and all the fear. 

And over the world's storms we fled together. 

Like swallows riding on the azure weather. 

1872. 
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XXV. 
GOLDEN HARNESS. 

Clothed once in golden harness was my soul,— 
When your spirit, like a white devouring flame 

Or a white wave, from head to foot did roll ; — 
There was not any sorrow left, nor shame, 
And death was as an archer of weak aim. 

And all eternity shone clear before 

The love-bird and her over-passionate claim — 

Her golden pinions gleaming more and more. 

As over hill and trembling lake and shore 
Through the void ministering air she fled, 

With feet like the soft pressure of an oar. 
Or woman's snowy hand upon a head : — 

Even so the love-bird in her triumph went, — 

And I was answered fully, and content 

1872. 
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SLOWLY. 



Slowly my song grows, — as from day to day 

I add fresh flowers of ever-intenser thought ; 
Bright buds the calm of riper age has brought, 

Soft violets, roses, red leaves, — many a spray 

Rich with the flying tints of autumn gay. 

Or blossoms in dense woods of summer sought :- 
Blue hyacinths and crocus-petals fraught 

With spring, and spikes of frost from winter grey. 



Slowly my song grows : to each word a year 
Of patient and of earnest thought I give. 

If haply, when the world's last leaf is sere. 

Thy songs may still be spring-sweet, lady dear. 
If haply in pure music meet to live 

I may immortalize thy laughter clear. 

1873. 
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XXVII. 
FIFTEEN. 

When first I saw thee, lady of my dreams, 

Whom never in sweet hands of love I hold. 
Because my passion was not pure as gold 

But only white as silver, with stray gleams 

Of nobler colour : — when, beside the streams 
Of that fair Northern many-tinted sea, 
Thy girlish tender presence shone on me. 

But fifteen years had crowned thine head with beams. 



And Dante's Beatrice was but fifteen ! 

And her sweet deathless eyes were soft sea-green. 

When first she stood before him in the way ; — 
So wast thou girl-soft, simple and divine. 
When first thy young yet timeless glance met mine, — 
' Green, mixed with soft sea-shadows of brown-grey. 

1873. 
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XXVIII. 
THE STARR Y NIGHT. 

The starry night doth lead me unto thee ! 

The same stars glitter now that used to shine 
Upon the Northern moon-illumined brine 

Where once I wandered, cleaving the dark sea 

With rapid oar and flying prow ; — ah me ! 

For those fair Northern ocean-fields I pine, — 
Seeing in sleep the brown boats in a line, 

With clustered bulging sails of symmetry. 



I never see in any book or page 

The far-off yet so well-remembered sound 
Of Whitby's name, without a fiery round 

Of fancies rushing on me like the rage 

Of Northern waves when blustering winds abound : 

Then comes the thought of thee, that storm to assuage. 

1873. 
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THE SWEET NIGHT, 

The sweet night reaches thee, my lady fair ! 

The winds caress thee, and the same stars shine 
Upon thee, — thy pure heavens are also mine ; 

The same rich darkness mixes with thy hair, — 

We breathe the same involuntary air, — 

In thy soft locks the braided vapours twine, — 
And all their countless scents of larch and pine 

From each to each the darkling hill-sides bear. 



The sweet night reaches thee ; — we are not far 

Apart, — the sweet night reaches thee, and falls 

About thee like a mantle ; every star 
That lights the blue illimitable halls 

Shines upon each ; our faces, truly, are 

Set face to face within the wide night's walls. 

1873. 
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XXX. 
THE SUPREME MOMENT. 

A supreme passional moment comes to all : — 

Then all the throbs and wavering fires of youth 
Are gathered into one vast flame in sooth, 

And on Love's rose-tinged altar-steps we fall 

Bleeding, — we enter Life's eternal hall 

Singing, — for joy and sacrifice are one ; 
Joy is the moon, devotion is the sun ; 

Between them swings the planetary ball. 



Between the sorrow of love and joy that follows 
All things are ranged in order passing fair : 

The agony of sacrifice joy swallows ; 

That agony pure rapture doth prepare ; 

The pain of cliffs and lakes and swampy hollows 
Is soothed by certainty of tenderest air. 

1873. 
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XXXI. 
FLUSHED WITH VICTORY. 

O'er every common task Love casts a glow 

Of pleasure, and a sacred healing calm, 
As o'er the garden-paths the rose-trees throw 

Their petals, and their tender odorous balm 
O'er each da/s common toil Love flings a light 

Delicious, and a hope of fairer things, — 
As in the ancients' dreams a heavenly sprite 

Hovered above the good with golden wings. 



When I am quite engulfed in common toil, 
I faint not, lady, — but I think of thee. 

And fear not lest my paltry labour soil 
The silver-shining plumes of Poesy ; 

For thou art ever with me, sweet, to foil 
Such issue, flushed with ample victory. 

1873. 
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XXXII. 
AN ANGEL-SPIRIT. 

Those who are true to their Ideal Love 

Flit down from heaven as angels with bright wings 

To guard their ladies' souls from sorrow's stings, 
Hovering with tender brilliance over above 

The head they worship : — to this pleasure clings 
Each true soul, putting all joys else aside ; 
Desiring no white breast of earthly bride. 

Nor crowns of violent fame, nor glory of kings. 



As angel-spirits these pervade the airs, — 

Some fluttering plumes that bring blue violets' breath, 
Some pinions rich with reddest roses' balm. 
For true and faithful lovers God prepares 
Such recompence ecstatic after death, — 
Fairer than saintly dreams of harp and palm. 

1873. 
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XXXIII. 
SONG'S POWER AND PASSION. 

Love ! grant me life until my lady's fame 
Be clearly blazoned on the common air : 
Grant me the songful passion to declare 

The greatness and the bounty of her name ! 

Then will I face the hollow clay-pit's shame, 
Descending into earth with bosom bare, — 
Happy, in that I leave behind a fair 

Memorial for my living love to claim. 

Yet am I not content with this slow fate 1 
I brook not utter cold annihilation ! 
Fain would I, as a live soul, take my station 

By some fair future city's golden gate. 

And, listening to my own songs, add a note. 
As round that far-off summer breeze they float. 

1873. 
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XXXIV. 



MY LADTS SOUL, 

Where doth my lady keep her inmost soul ? 

Is it upon her lips, — or in her hands ? 

Is it hidden within the glorious black-brown bands 
Of hair that those white fingers sideways roll ? 
How shall my spirit attain supreme control 

Of hers ? In what divinely silent lands 

Abides the inmost swanlike sense that stands 
Unconquered,— ^virginal and vast and whole ? — 



I think that I discern it in the tender 

And secret glances of half-conscious eyes, 
Wherein bright bubbles from the soul-well rise : 

I know that I behold it in the splendour 
Of her red languid solitary mouth 
That yearns for mine like swallows for the South. 

1874. 
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XXXV. 
WHITE K 

Ah, Whitby, what am I to say of thee ! 

My passionate love first ripened by thy shore : 
My sweet first love-flower bloomed anear the roar 

Of thine own lordly and tempestuous sea. 

Thou art an endless memory unto me 

Of sweet long days of early love serene, — 
And sweeter evenings, when the silver queen 

Of heaven rose o'er the cliff majestically. 



Thy beauty and calm I never shall forget : — 
Thinking of thee, my spirit is as one 
Who, when his life is as a setting sun, 

With tender diligence remembereth yet 

The golden passion with which life begun,- 

And, pondering on it, lo ! his eyes are wet. 

1875. 
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XXXVI. 
A VISIT TO OXFORD. 

A week ago I sought the selfsame place 

Where once I wandered through the fields of spring, 
Seeking my vanished love with weary wing, — 

Searching for the lost likeness of her face. 

Still, still, the meadows shine with opening grace 

Of sweet fresh flowerets ; still the glad birds sing : 
The spirit of Nature is an unchanged thing : — 

Still, still, the winds pursue their jocund race. 



All is the same : 'tis I am changed alone. 

The spirit of spring is festive in the trees ; 
The golden buttercups are blithely blown 

Just as aforetime by an amorous breeze : 
The peace of heaven is in the azure deep, — 
And still the crimson clover-blossoms sleep. 

May 2, 1875. 
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XXXVII. 
ONE GIRL'S BEAUTY. 

God gave lo one lo pluck the fragrant flower 
And wear it : on another God bestowed, 
Instead of that fair living bud that glowed 

And glittered, the imperishable power 

Of voice, — that, not for any paltry hour, 

But through the eternity of voiceful days, 
The beauty of that blossom he might praise, 

And round it all the fruits of yearning shower. 



Which is the greatest gift and which the glory ? 

To hold thee in a perishable embrace, — 
Or to hand down in deathless spotless story 

The beauty of the roseflower of thy face. 
Chanting, till even the locks of Time are hoary, 

One girrs unspeakable resistless grace. 

1875. 
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XXXVIII. 

« 

SIMPLE AND SWEET. 

Full many a pleasure through the hours of life 

Hath met me, — some in byeways, some in broad 
Wide^pen pathways of the common road : 

Full many a flower hath fallen beneath my knife, 

Some gathered redly from tempestuous strife. 

Some pluckedin valleys that calm thought hath showed;- 
With many gracious gleams my days have glowed ; 

With many stars my clear skies have been rife. 



Yet never have I known a pleasure higher 

Than when, an ardent trembling youth, I came 

To lay before my lady my desire 

Couched in sweet rhythmic utterance, bright with flame 

Of passion : — ^yea, the simple pleasure sweet 

Of laying my first verses at her feet. 

1875. 



SWEETNESS. 2i^ 



XXXIX. 



SWEETNESS. 

The loves of later life are many and bold 

And press their cause with overweening hands ; 
They smile upon us now from sundry lands, 

And some bring pleasures in a cup of gold. 

Passion, superb and lustrous, crowns the old 

Not seldom; wreathes their foreheads in bright bands 
Of flowers, and, smiling, waiteth their commands ; 

Not all desires in youth are bought and sold. 



Yet one word we reserve with holy zeal 

For youth alone and first love — even "sweetness": 
This only young joy wins in its completeness ; 

This only passion newly-crowned can feel ; 

The later flowers of passion may be grand, 

But sweet they are not, — though they crowd the hand* 

1875. 
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XL. 
ALL THE FAST. 

Thou dost unite the beauty of all the past 

In thy one perfect face. — Was Helen fair ? 

Then are thine eyes more wonderful and rare, 
And tenderer looks towards my look thou dost cast 

Thou hast the shades of Cleopatra's hair : — 
Lo ! Egypt rises on my vision fast, 

And the Nile gleams in lucid Southern air ! 
Next, Iseult bends before the Cornish blast ! 



I am as Antony : I mark thy wit 

And dream within thy strange eyes passion-lit: — 

Sworded as Tristram next I sweep the ways. 
I am as Paris : Troy before me bums ; — 
Then, suddenly, thy supple figure turns. 

And lo ! thou look'st at me with Helen's gaze. 

1876. 
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XLI. 
THE EARLY SWEETNESS. 

A rose was blooming as I passed along 

The gentle roads of youth towards early toil : 
A perfect flower it was, without a soil, 

And round it all the gracious scent was strong. 

To gather it thus parly had been wrong, — 
So, well content, I hurried on my way, 
Devoting till the evening of the day 

All thoughts and passionate labour to my song. 



But in the evening when I thought the hour 
For holy gathering of the fragrant flower 

Approached, — rude other hands had robbed the stem 
Yet though these grasp the scarlet rose mature, 
Her fragrance in life's morning, strangely pure. 

Was given to me, thank God ! — not given to them. 

1876. 
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XLIL 
EARTH AND HE A VEN, 

I. 

EARTH, 

First in fair youth I sang the love of earth : 

The flowers of earth before me bright as flame 
Flickered, — I cherished many a lusty aim ; 

To eager thoughts the laughing days gave birth. 

Love had not known chill sorrow, nor the dearth 
Of strength : — he rested on a bed of flowers : 
Sweet joy was his, and tuneable soft hours, — 

Pleasure, and mutual toil, and silvery mirth. 

But Love was stricken. Then the earth became 
No more a bower of roses, but of snow, — 
One vast deep charnel-house, one waste of woe, 

Lighted at times by lurid leaping flame ! 

Just where the rose of earth was blushing red 
One morn, at eve my rose-lipped love lay dead ! 
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XLIII. 

II. 

HEAVEN. 

Then heaven I sought, and heaven-high designs : — 
The robes of angels glittered o'er my gaze, 
And at them I forgot green earthly bays. 

The hills of earth, the meadows and the vines, 

The blue waves laughing in tumultuous lines. 

The glittering ferns that trembled o'er the ways ; 
Love vanished in a vast seraphic blaze 

Of plumes ascending, — reddening all the pines. 



The love of earth was changed to love of heaven ; 
The star of hope was not the star of even 

But rather the pale tremulous orb of death : 
I looked for lily-fragrance in dim spheres 
Unknown ; but 'mid vast hopes and vaster fears 

Lived undecided days, — drew dubious breath. 



%:% 
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XLIV. 

III. 
HEAVEN ON EARTH. 

Now Heaven on Earth begins. The golden com 
Is bright to me as those angelic plumes 
Whose lustre ravishes, and then consumes : 

Now, many a great triumphant rose is born ! 

Along the meadows at the crimson mom 

The sun flames, o'er the trembling gossamer : 
My life is now at peace, — and all through her 

By whom Love's seamless robe was rent and tom. 

Now she is with me : heaven is in her smile 

And all earth's blossomy beauty in her hands ; 
And. all the roses of the rose-red lands 

Upon her lips, and every bird-like wile 

Within her speech : an angel-woman stands 

Before me, snow-white, — free as flower from guile ! 
1876. 
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XLV. 

A PORTION OF BEATRICE. 

Ye strange fierce seas that listen to my song, 

And all ye winds and mountains that rejoice 
In unison with my uplifted voice, 

And all ye streams that, one with me, are strong, 

And all ye countless stars, a gold-crowned throng, 
It is the last time, mark me, that I sing : 
This summer breeze that trembles at my wing, 

May eddy, unmolested, soon along. 



For I am one with Beatrice : the pure 
Sweet soul of her is part of me, and I 

No longer, stricken into speech, endure 

The lonely black abhorrence of the sky. 

But into life glad, passing speech, secure, 

I move : victorious now, my song may die. 

1876. 
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XLVI. 
TO STRANGE LANDS. 

I bear my lady unto other lands, 

New spheres of thought, — ^through spirit-realms we fly ;- 
As one who leads from under English sky 

His bride to where dense tropic bloom expands. 

Or shapes a home for her with thoughtful hands 

Where through the groves Italian breezes sigh, — 
Or 'neath the snowy glare of mountain high, — 

Or 'mid the burning glare of Indian sands. 



Yea, so, victorious, I would bear my lady. 

From thought's first maiden regions, cool and shady. 

Towards tropic lands of fiercer burning glee : 
There not one friend shall follow her — for fear 
Of thought's wide desert, silent, parched, and drear ;- 

She shall live there alone, — alone with me. 

1876. 
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XLVIL 
A WHITE FLOWER IN THE DESERT 

And in that desert of void endless thought, 

Like a white shining flower my love shall be ; 
A flower to bloom round and encourage me, 

With tender petals marvellously wrought. 

This gift, far rarer than all gifts I sought, 
Shall be mine own : its utter purity 
Shall make that desert like some grassy sea. 

With lilies 'twixt the grass-blades twined and caught 



This one sweet flower amid the desert sands 
Of hard fierce thought, a silver bloom, expands. 

In token that one woman did not fear. 
When all the other hearts of women failed. 
Yea, shook like reeds, — ^yea, bent like twigs and quailed,- 

To tread the desert. Love alone being near. 

1876. 
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XLVIII. 



THY TREASURE. 

The dewy lips of woman are not given 

In any embrace of earth : so say you, friend ? 

They tarry for the pure desires of heaven, 

For kisses soft and stainless, without end, — 

For holy thoughts of love with no base leaven 
Of this earth intermixed \ for lovers pure 
As angels whose embraces shall endure : — 

Have maidens ever after such arms striven ? 



So say you ? To this maiden then I say : 
" I died, and died for ever, on the day 

When thou didst grant thy sweet red mouth to him :- 
To miss the sweet gift of thine earthly treasure 
Is sorrow to me passing earthly measure, — 

Yea, pain that fills my cup to the very rim ! 

1876, 
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XLIX. 



MY TREASURE. 

The earthly glory of manhood is not small, 

Although the heavenly beauty may transcend 

And utterly surpass it at the end : 
It hath some blossoms, if it hath not alL 

As we with laughing fingers downward bend 
The glorious tree of youth, the great flowers fall 
Around us, some so flaming that they appal 

The vision, — such fierce petals they extend. 

It is no slight thing thus to grasp the glory 

Of fair sweet manhood, — thus to know the whole ; 

Not waiting for the grave head crowned and hoary. 
But pressing quick lips 'gainst the fragrant bowl 

Of youth ; to inhale, — and in no fairy story, — 
The perfume of a perfect body and souL 

1876. 
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L. 
TIME AND L 

" Time and I," — Cardinal Mazarin, 

Yea, Time and I; so is it with us all 

Long patience, bitter suffering, sad defeat, 
Ere victory and our triumph high we meet, — 

Ere those grim towers of tribulation fall. 

Yet one day with a singing soft and sweet 

Shall gladness find us, bearing in her hands 

For a fair crown, the praise of many lands, — 
Providing cool repose for labour's heat. 

I struggle slowly on : I wreathe my flowers 
Of singing in a garland for the few 

Who listen to the labour of long hours 

With gentle hearts : — sharp toil I must renew, 

Building the fabric of a gradual name, 

Till Time and I becometh / and Fame, 

1876. 
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TWENTY SONNETS. 



(1876). 



I. 

ONE WORD. 

I have said so much, — have laboured for so long, 
And thou hast kept a silence, as in sleep. — 
The sound of music floated o'er the deep. 

And the intense .skies were vocal with my song : 

The petals of red flowers my passion strong 

Has tinged with iieeper red; the great stars keep 
A holy love-watch with me when I weep ; 

Spirits are round me in a white-browed throng ! 



But thou, thou, thou, — O woman I love best. 
Art thou so weak, so heartless, so afraid ? 
Canst thou not speak one single word to aid ? 

Silent to every passionate request 

Dost thou remain ? — I ask but for one word, — 
And that abides, from age to age, unheard. 
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11. 



A SUDDEN MEETING, AFTER FIVE YEARS. 

O holiest rapture, when the dear hand leapt 

Up to the swiftly-beating eager side, 
The heart that for so long had dreamed and slept ; 

A fairer revelation of my bride 
It was than if the loving eyes had wept : 

So sweet and exquisite a thing to me 

It was, that it was payment verily 
For all the suffering watch that I had kept 



That one small token was a payment ample 

For all that suffering's bitterest spears could do; 

Now can I, in the strength of it, down-trample 
All future foes, for heaven is in my view ; 

That one small token of a beating heart 

Has snapped all swords, and blunted every dart. 
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III. 
£>Ay BY DAY. 

As day by day the void doth greater grow 

Between thee and the world — ^'tween thee and friends ; 

As life's wide wintry landscape now extends 
Before thee, its chill meadows deep with snow ; 
As, silently, thou pacest to and fro, 

Revolving in thy spirit silent ends ; 

As over thee the eternal azure bends, 
Like love's skies stooping o'er thee long ago : — 



When things are thus, — when thou dost yearn to hear 
Some word from thine own country, where the air 
Of softest love once lifted thy brown hair, 

Some note of recompence, some sound of cheer, — 
Remember then that, in Art's sunny lands. 
Thou hast for ever one who understands. 



236 THE EXILE, 



IV. 



THE EXILE. 

For, sweet, thou art an exile from thy lord, 
An exile from thy home : the bitter years 
Have taught thee this, through pangs and many tears, 

And keen heaven-thrust of many a silent sword. 
Did I not mark the tired look in thy face. 

Telling of lonely thoughts and prayers outpoured 
Beneath the pitying stars ? Could I not trace 

The lines the passionless cold years had scored ? 



Exile, O exile, — hearken unto me — 

A voice I send across the moonlit waves 

That stirs with melody the tuneless sea ! 

Ponder no more on earthly pleasures' graves ! 

It is thy suffering, 'tis thy lonely life. 

That makes thee to me more than perfect wife. 
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V. 
BE A UTIFUL. 

Oh beautiful, thrice beautiful thou art ! 

More beautiful than ever ! — when the days 

Of early love were with us, and the ways 
Tender with early blossoms of the heart. 

Thou wast not then more beautiful — ^the rays 
Of love's fair morn were round thee, but the sun 
Now shines upon us ; great heights have we won, 

And cause there is for unremitting praise. 



The great God who has led us by the hand 

Through all these desolate and lonely years, 

Through arid furrows and grim wastes of sand. 

Now parts his clouds, — and all the prospect clears ; 

Now leads us forth from out the flowerless land. 

Gives us green buds for thorns, and smiles for tears. 
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\T 



WHITBY. 



And now the seas round all thy cliffs are blue, 

O Whitby, precinct of love's early dream : 
Thy waters now are marvellous in hue, 

Silvered at night by many a magic beam 
Just as of old, when all the wondrous view 

Widened beneath the moon's unearthly gleam ; 
All old strange fancies of delight come true 

Now, — now more summer-like the zephyrs seem, 

And all the reddened luscious rosebuds teem 
With fragrance, now that, fragrant rosebud, you 

Descend on earth to soften and redeem, — 
To heal and to deliver and renew, — 
To make all glad things gladder, and the dew 

Clearer, and more intense the ocean-stream. 



^ 



BENE A TH OTHER STARS. 239 



VII. 
BENEATH OTHER STARS. 

But now beneath strange stars our spirits meet : — 
Those golden flower-buds of the gracious sky, 
That shone upon our youth, when you and I 

Found their gold petals, falling on us, sweet — 

Those ancient stars are withered with life's heat, — 
The golden petals, once so smooth, are dry ; 
Oh, darling, heave with me one long sweet sigh 

For tracks deep-trodden by lone flowerless feet ! 



The sorrow and loneliness are over truly, — 
Life's fresh stars rise and beam upon us newly, — 

Yet weep for splendours of the ancient day : 
Forget not wholly the most sacred night 
Of young love's uttermost and mute delight ; 

Forget not any flower dropped by the way ! 
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SPZEKDOrR. 

The supTFrmf* sp^endoiir of smpasing \sw^ 
Ie aH before us. — ^ficiweis hefcne is gleirm 
Sweeter tfem jnsy fiDweis of sweeresr drenm, 

And tDiwards iiew bezrveiilj blosons anr &et mo^. 

Angnst is aH liie Ixappiness before os, 
And jet becanse i: is angiis: and creat 

I would forge: no star thai once shone o'er us. 
But aH life's pleasures recapiniiaie. 



Tlie humblest flower e'er trodden by tby ieet 

To me is holiness, — ^to ne is sweet : 

Thine e\-er}' pleasure I would mske my own. 

Each smile, each laugh, each cadence of thy tooe ; 

Tby life I would absorb, — I envy even 

Thy ni^3t3y robe of dark encircling heaven. 
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IX. 

THE FLOWERS. 

The flowers that thou hast loved within my song 
Shine tenderly, — they are thy sweetest friends, 
And to all such my including strain extends 

Its grace : they shine within it in a throng ! 

Smooth jonquil, white camellia, rosebud strong : 

Violets from nooks round which the water bends; 
Green grasses, lavish ferns, all gifts love sends ; 

Thine orange-blossoms, — stems of lilies long. 



Not one frail bud will I forget, I swear ! 

Whether within white bosom or deep hair 

That bud has lingered, softly gathering sweets ; 

Thy life I wreathe around thee for a crown, — 

Thine own past blossom-pleasures I lay down, — 

I watch thy heart that was, and count its beats. • 

16 
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X. 

« NO W THO U ART WITH ME:' 

Now thou art with me, angel of each day, 

Each day is as an angel golden-plumed ; 

The old desires that tortured and consumed 
Have gathered rapid wings, and sped away. 

The old fierce yearning is a thing entombed 
For ever 'neath the old skies cold and grey ; 

Upon life's grass-plots many a flower has bloomed ; 
The larks in blue skies murmur music gay. 



O woman, woman, who canst give a crown 

Sweeter than roses, richer than renown, 

How long thou lingerest ere thine hands bestow, — 

Yet when thou dost give, how divine a glow 

Of heavenly rapture lights thy face ! — how calm 

The boon of flowers soft-pressed within thy palm ! 
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XI. 
THE CLOSING OF MY SONG. 

The closing of my strain of many years 

Brings solemn thoughts : sweet death with tender wings 

Now round me, gentle as a woman, sings, 
And all his chant awakes the swelling tears. 

The fight is nearly ended I have fought ; 
The crown is nearly woven I have won ; 

Almost complete the work at which I've wrought 3 
Finished Love's blossomy mantle that I've spun. 



Solemn it is to put my strong sword down, 
Ungird my armour, and to lay my shield 
At length upon the red deep-trodden field, — 

Most solemn to assume the conqueror's crown : 

When sin, time, death — the final foes — shall yield, 

Then am I victor — till then, Fly, renown ! 
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XII. 



REST. 



Yet rest and flowers, for swords and pain, are sweet 
Sweet too the whispering of the summer wind 
Outside the casement, softly through the blind 

Pulsing : — advancing, playing at swift retreat ! 

Glad too it is the old soft glance to meet. 
No longer doubtful, but for ever kind; 
Glad all maturer raptures of the mind ; 

Pleasant the simple warmth, the strong June heat. 



Oh, after the long fighting and the labour. 

Pleasant it is to quit the ensanguined sword ; 

Joyous to cast aside the crimsoned sabre. 

Unwinding from the wrist its blood-glued cord. 

Merry to list to moonlight harp and tabour, 

And all glad sounds through leafy vistas poured 1 



I 
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XIII. 
OUR LOVE-FLOWERS. 

Back men shall look, considering all my song : 
As we now look towards Helen^ or the fece 
Of that eternal Beatrice whose grace 

Crowned the Italian bard, and made him strong. 

Back men shall^glance, throughout the ages long ; 
And women's hearts shall struggle hard to trace 
Those perfect woman's features that I place 

Herein for ever, — safe from time and wrong. 



Our early love-flowers are eternal things. 

Though on the earth so soon they passed away 

With tremulous sighing in their snowy wings. 
And signs of death-tints, tokens of decay ; 

Time withers, — time sure retribution brings, — 
Not one lost bud but blooms within my lay ! 
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XIV. 
BE YOND. 

" Not in thai way /" but in the holier sense 

Of all high, sacred, and eternal things ! 

Such love, such passion, thy fair spirit brings ; 
It granteth every pleasure most intense, 

And every crown, — but not the crowns of kings :- 
It reigneth with me underneath the stars : 
Its lovely grace no selfish yearning mars : 

It spreadeth in the sunbeams snow-white wings. 



Beyond all love of purest earth is ours ; 
Beyond the yearning of the rose-red flowers ; 
Beyond desires of days and hopes that fall : 
Beyond time's victories — yea, beyond them all ! 
Beyond the future : yea, beyond the tomb 
Begins our passionate love-flower's fullest bloom ! 
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XV. 
THE WOMAN. 

In early days the woman was my queen ! 

The fair sweet maiden, crowned with first love's flowers : 
With her I wandered through the inwoven bowers 

Of first love, — marked the young moon's silver sheen 
Upon the deep, or heard the echoing shore 
Ring to the white waves, answering their roar : 

With her I lingered through the summer hours. 
Or smote the river tides with laughing oar. 



I sought no further than the simple boon 
Of simple maiden love : sufficient bliss 
Had been the bounty of her red-lipped kiss- 
One whispered word beneath the secret moon : 
The maiden all-sufficing was : all fair : 
The summer beauty slept amid her hair. 



\ 



248 THE ANGEL-WOMAN, 



XVL 
THE ANGEL- WOMAN. 

But now the angel and the woman too 

Are mine : the white arms and the golden wings 
Are but as one — as joined undiverse things, 

And the sweet eyes, of the old tender hue, 

Now shine upon me : dreams have all come trae, — 
Life's calm is reached as round the planet swings: 
Once more to mine the woman's bosom clings, 

And yet we are wrapped in heaven's most fragrant dew. 



O wondrous woman-angel and yet heart 
Of mine own living spirit, — we can part 
Never again now thus thy bosom white, 
Fragrant as roses, yet with heavenly light 
Shineth for me : thou art for ever now 
A woman, for the angel crowns thy brow. 



I 
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XVII. 



BACK TO THEE, 



And now I leave these thoughts— e'en Nature too 
I leave, for thou art Nature, and her whole 
Delight in thine immeasurable soul 

Blossoms : thou art to me the pearly dew 

Of mom, and whiter than the rose in hue, — 

Thou hast the notes of birds upon thy tongue : 
Through thee the immortal cadences have rung : 

Thou art the darkling eve ; the midday blue. 



I leave all things for thee — the summer air ; 
For thou art sweeter, and thy mouth more fair. 
I quit the sacred rapture of the night ; 
Thine hair is deeper, and than stars more bright 
Thine eyes : thou keepest all created things 
Safe with the safe shield of thy snowy wings. 



250 E VEN MY SONG. 



XVIII. 
EVEN MY SONG. 

Even my song I leave : its voice is hushed. 

For thee, for thee alone, its numbers spake, — 
Not for the soft waves of the listenmg lake ; 

Not for the breezes that around it rushed ; 

Not for the women whose fair cheeks were flushed 
With pleasure, or whose hearts with love did ache 
Not for the spirits whom my thought may make 

Nobler, — ^whose sorrows melody hath crushed : — 



For thee, for thee alone, the song is fair : 
Towards thee this crown of patient words I bear : 

Towards thy fair eyes I look for my reward : 
My wreath of victory for thee bums red 
Like death's impassioned sunset, — round thy head 

Let all its pure aspirant flames be poured ! 
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XIX. 
7 CALL THEE. 

I call thee ! o'er the distance sounds my voice ! 

Art thou asleep? then hearken through a dream 

Or art thou waking ? then let music seem 
To reach and stir thee ; in its power rejoice ! 

Where'er thou art I send for thee : — z. gleam 
Of sudden sunshine is upon the waves 
Of my strong singing, and it crowns the graves 

Of buried hopes with one triumphant beam. 

The past has vanished : with me face the years 
That shall be to thee one triumphant crown ; 

Wipe the last lingering trace of lonely tears ; 

The wreath that I have won thee I lay down ; 

I call thee ! Listen — let thy happy eyes 

Flash with the radiance of the new-bom skies. 

Christmas Day^ 1876. 
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XX. 
SOFT EYES. 

Soft eyes of women many have I seen, — 
But none so soft, so wonderful, so fair : 
Locks have I kissed of golden and brown hair. 

Lips have I kissed of many a rose-sweet queen. 

But never any locks or lips, I ween, 

Can with thy sacred tresses, or the rare 

And perfect mouth that quivered once, compare : 

The same eyes glance, — but now with tenderer sheen. 

Gazing in awe, I see my song therein, 

And all its sorrows, all its joy as well 
Reflected : in the face I sought to win. 

For which I climbed to heaven, and traversed hell, 
I see the recompence for what hath been, 

More sweet, more pure, more grand, than tongue can te 

i 

Christmas Day^ 1 876. 
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ODE TO DEATH. 



I. 



When all the pleasant days of love are past ; 
When in life's autumn garden, lo ! the last 

Red wind-swept rose doth blow \ 
When death stands in the austere gateway saying, — 
While round him strains of music weird are playing,- 

" Thou shalt no further go " ; 



IL 

Oh, what shall then the former days be worth. 
And all the gladness of the green old earth, 

And all her white may-trees ? 
What shall we in death's strange unknown dominions 
Mark of the golden sheen of passion's pinions 

That gilded earth's grey seas ? 
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III. 



When in the city of solemn death we stand, 
Lip touching pale lip, pale hand touching hand, 

What shall be waiting there ? 
Shall we meet poets true who went before, 
Whom we saw landing on the fatal shore ? 

Shall we find lost loves fair ? 



IV. 



Shall we find all the flowers that fill the land 

Of sweet death waiting for our outstretched hand ? 

Or find no flowers at all ? 
O spirits who have passed us, where are ye ? 
We left you on the margin of the sea 

Where blue waves rise and fall, — 
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V. 



We left you there upon the golden sand 
And turned, one moment, just to gaze inland 

And smell the hayfields sweet : 
When we looked back from cliff-tops to the sea, 
The waves were there (but grey), — and where were ye ? 

No eyes our eyes did meet. 



VI. 



No. — But we saw a faint sail flying far, 

Glittering out there like one small flashing star 

Upon the horizon dim : 

Then we turned round, and up the valley-glade 

We walked alone, alone, — through beeches* shade. 

With tightened lips and grim. 

17 
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VII. 

And we have never heard one word as yet ; 
Though we have watched so many a gold sun set 

Upon that ocean-marge : 
O'er the wide channel comes the silver)' laughter 
Of winds and waters ; but no word flies after, — 

The distances are large ! 



VIII. 

O men of our own century who have gone 
Across the strait, and made the waters wan 

For sorrow that were blue, 
What have ye found within death's fair green France ? 
What loves of subtle sweet undreamed-of glance ? 

What passion-raptures new ? 
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IX. 



As ye crossed o'er the channel-waves of death 
(Was it by night ?), did all the sea's soft breath 

Mingle with your swift dreams ? 
Was the white moon upon the water shining 
Like the white arms of woman round you twining,- 

Like marble breast that gleams ? 



X. 



What found ye in the land beyond the sea ? 
Is there in death-land any fair city 

That waits, — as Paris waits, — 
To welcome travellers from our sunless shore. 
And cherish life's pale myriads as they pour 

Within its glittering gates ? 
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XL 



Will you who leave life's England journey on 
Till Southern seas before your eyes have shone 

And some grand Rome at last, — 
Some central city of death beneath the blue 
That bums Italian-wise the white streets through, 

By no clouds over-cast ? 



XII. 



And will you find within this city fair, 
Full of the fragrance of all Southern air, 

Delights superb indeed ? 
O English spirits who have lately crossed 
Death's channel, by one spring's same grey waves tossed, 

Has each soul won its meed ? 
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XIII. 

Darwin, Rossetti, Longfellow, — ye meet 
Perhaps to-day in death's chief city sweet ; 

The Rome we see not here : 
And there Mazzini welcomes you who come 
From the free land that gave his heart a home 

Through many an exiled year. 



XIV. 

And Dante takes his English namesake's hand, 
And leads him through the flowerful unseen land 

Where we one day shall be : 
O keen strong thinker, and ye poets fair, 
The land of death is filled with lordlier air 

To-day, — and death's eyes see 
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XV. 

A kinglier flame of triumph gleam along 
His waters, now that your pure triple song 

(For is not Nature's lore 
Searched out by loving eyes a poem indeed ?) 
To the great songs of history doth succeed, 

To sound for evermore. 



XVI. 

Death's Roman streets to-day three English hearts 
Enter : — and forth the soul of Shelley starts, 

And Keats is ready there 
To welcome these, — and all the city is bright 
With garlands green and red, and garlands white, 

And full of gracious air. 
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XVII. 

While we in black-robed Westminster to-day 
Mourn the great thoughtful spirit passed away, 

High souls are glad afar; 
And through the blue heavens bending o'er our isle 
Not all cloud-folds to-night shall hide the smile 

Of a new deathless star. 



XVIII. 

And the broad fields wherethrough the great dead roam 
Shall welcome two new-born dead poets home, — 

For they win those we mourn ; 
And the same wind that carries us to death 
Is the exulting loud-tongued breeze that saith 

To them, " A bard is born ". 

April 2*J, 1882. 
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XIX. 

Another day ! another great soul dead ! * 

With the white wreath of high thought round his head 

The pure-souled Western seer, 
The prophet of vast eras yet to be, 
Has passed into his immortality 

And left us lonelier here. 



XX. 

Could'st thou not wait when Longfellow was gone ? 
Must still the tide of cold death circle on ? 

Oh, o'er the Atlantic's waves 
Our sorrow reaches : — when our souls were young 
How through them thy fair voice of warning rung,— 

Bidding us leave old graves; 



4 ■ •■ 

* Ralph Waldo Emerson died on Ap. 27, 1882. 
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XXI. 

Bidding us dwell not even over-long 

By that far Lake whose blue waves' tender song 

Sounded in Jesus* ear : 
Bidding us look towards other skies than those 
That folded round with their clear sunsets' rose 

That Teacher dread and dear. 



XXII. 



Oh ! thy true voice was of the modem time ; 
Thou didst dispel old mists ; in prose and rhyme 

Like Parker lion-hearted 
Thou didst proclaim the glory of days to be ; 
Thy soul was winged and confident and free \ 

Free-souled, thou hast departed. ^^ 
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XXIII. 

The day will come when those brave hearts and few 
Who through this clamorous century tarried true 

To centuries yet unborn, 
Will win their fitting meed : they pass away, — 
But their pure words and golden with us stay, 

And outlive wrath and scorn. 



XXIV. 

Thou art the fourth great soul this Spring has seen 
Pass ; yet her mantle is as fresh and green 

As ever : not in black 
Doth the Spring robe herself, — nor doth the sea 
Storm round our wind-blown shores less joyously ; 

For Nature ne'er looks back. 



ODE TO DEA TH. 267 



XXV. 

In one more day the first sweet May-kissed hedge 
Will blossom ; soon our rivers' thymy edge 

Will lure the yellow bee : 
The dragon-fly will dart the reeds between, 
Clothed in his wondrous mail of azure sheen ; 

The moon will kiss the sea. 



XXVI. 

And we too, thinking on the changeless way 
Of Nature, temper sorrow as we may ; 

We give our dead to God : 
Then follow as best we can along the path 
That they through wintry storms and thunders' wrath 

With dauntless footsteps trod. 

Ap. 29, 1882. 
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ALONE, 

(DOUBLE SESTINA,) 

Alone, alone beside the English waves, 

Is every English singer, though the sod 

Be thick with numberless high-memoried graveSy — 

Though never yet one August English sun 

Rose but some eyes of English songful god 

Met face to face its sacred sheen and fire : 

Alone the utmost mountain-heights are won 

And the far purple seas are crossed alone 

And the strong steeps of arduous passion scaled 

By uncompanioned feet,— and lips are blown 

By winds that round the lonely peaks have sailed ;- 

Nor in green valleys sounds the lordliest lyre. 

Upon the lone hills sounds the sweetest lyre 
And by lone hearts the kingliest heights are won 
And through lone spirits flows the fiercest fire 



ALONE, 269 

That mixes with the fiery-hearted god, 
Apollo, hidden in sphere-flame of the sun : — 
The austere heights that ancient singers scaled 
Are still before us : still the grey sea-waves 
Surge, o'er which many a singer's bark, alone, 
In the dim misty English morning sailed, 
And still our faces by fresh winds are blown 
Though the great dead rest silent in green graves : 
Still the white English daisies star the sod. 



But ah ! the countless souls beneath the sod ! 

O spirits who exulted in grey waves 

That surge round England, — who with eager fire 

Sang towards the laurel-crowned responsive god, 

Some with soft notes and some with lightning-lyre, 

Are ye quiescent in your hollow graves ? 

Must ye now sleep, and never see the sun, 

Nor watch the foam-flakes from sea-ridges blown,— 

And must we cross the waves o'er which ye sailed, 
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Strong through your singing — ^yet alone, alone, — 
The great white solemn waves your boat-stems scaled. 
Must their delight by lonely prows be won ? 



O hearts whose awful love we might have won ! 
And far blue hills our footsteps might have scaled. 
Ascending with you towards the approachless sun, — 
O seas o*er which we gladdened might have sailed !— 
But now alone we sweep a later lyre, — 
And future singers treading o'er our graves 
Will face their fate and live their lives alone 
And watch the sunset o'er the same sea-waves 
And the white clover-flowerage gently blown 
By English breezes, — and the fruitful sod 
Shall still make answer to the sun's kind fire ; 
But not one heart shall find a fellow-god. 



For every singer is a lonely god : 

Lone like the lone winds and the far white waves. 
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The gracious love-rose scatters on the sod 

Red tender petals, fervent with the sun, — 

Yea, on the green grass of the singers' graves 

The petals fall ; yet each heart is alone : 

This is the doom of each that sweeps the lyre : 

Through centuries the breeze of song hath blown 

And over centuries leaps the bardic fire 

And height o'er height the prophet-foot hath scaled \ 

Yet what of sympathy hath each soul won ? 

Lonely each soul the voiceless deep hath sailed ! 



No two song-barks the silent deep have sailed 

In company : the pitiless red sun 

Flames down on each, and each must meet alone 

The fiery fierce insatiable song-fire ; 

By each lone brow the song-wreath must be won. 

While the white English cliffs are chafed and blown 

By breeze on breeze, the restless English lyre 

Must ring forth answer, — while the heathery sod 
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Of England blossoms into purple waves. 
Still must the fragrant upland heights be scaled 
By singer singing with loud heart of god, 
Reckless of all the innumerable graves. 

Yet saddened are we by the countless graves. 

\Vhat star-like spirits and sun-like the cold sod 

Now ripples over with its grassy waves ! 

Spirits in semblance like a heart of god ; 

Spirits di\ine with fathomless deep fire. 

O thou who by our Northern breeze wast blown. 

To whom Love gave sweet speech but gave no lyre, — 

^Vhose foot the Yorkshire purple uplands scaled 

And whose soul trod the genius-heights alone, 

^Vhat undreamed passion-heights have now been won ! 

Over what seas of far death hast thou sailed, 

O woman-spirit nery like the sun I 

For thy strong heart was fer>*ent as the sun ; 

Thou knewest not fear, — not of wan sorrow's waves 
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Nor of death's waters nor life's tides of fire. 
Can any grave of all earth's countless graves 
Hold thee ? Nay surely thou hast swayed and won 
The stormy heart of some strange passionate god 
With whom thou mayest in grand delight, alone, 
Traverse the immortal mountains : though no lyre 
Was thine, the very wind of song was blown 
Straight from the sun about thee ; thou hast sailed 
The song-god's seas : — and for Parnassus' sod 
Thy equal foot the blue-black moor-side scaled. 



O thou who hast the austere mountain scaled 

Of fiery genius-thought, — thee never graves 

Can hold : thou minglest heart and soul and fire 

With that sweet sovereign soul who by the waves 

Of sunlit Italy swept an English lyre. 

Thy spirit through the silent dark has sailed 

O'er seas of passion : and the passion-god 

— Whose face thou dreadedst not, thyself a sun— 

i8 



274 ALONE. 

When loose locks by the wind of night were blown 
Has seen the fast tears falling on the sod \ 
Through death, as ever, the soul's life is won, — 
I'hou wast indeed in all the land alone ! 



Ever the poet's heart is reared alone. 
Now surely thou hast met beyond all graves 
Thy sister who when all the land was blown 
Over and round by wintry rough wind-waves 
Sang till sweet roses sprang from summer sod ! 
She is thy sister : yet thou need'st the sun 
Of awful deathless passion, yea the god : 
Oh, thou hast now o'er quiet waters sailed 
And laughed soft laughter to the god's gold lyre 
And green delicious heights thy foot has scaled 
And terrible delight thy soul has won, — 
Thy soul as pure as the sun's godhead's fire. 

How little here on earth availed thy fire ! 

Thy fire and force that swept the earth and scaled 
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Heaven, — found for answer but the wail of waves 

And wail of winds and heather-bells alone ; 

Found these, — found no responsive subtle lyre 

Nor heard an answering footfall on the sod, 

Nor ever was a supreme answer won 

From ardent spirit of the passion-god. 

O'er lonely weary seas thy vessel sailed 

And ever it sought the unattempted sun : 

But through the little Haworth churchyard graves 

How soulless were the eerie whispers blown ! 



What strange cloud-clusters o'er the hills were blown ! 

What darkness sank upon the cold grey sod ! 

— But now what heights celestial have been scaled ! 

What arms now shield thee of incarnate god ! 

Tis we who are left upon the earth alone : 

Yet ever when thy moorland meets the sun 

And upward the soft summer mists have sailed 

A glimpse of thy sweet spirit may be won ; 
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Where sounds thy sovereign sister's passionate lyre 
Beyond the region of pale death and graves 
Thou also art, — in the moon's silver fire 
Thou shinest, o'er the heather's purple waves. 



For thou wast light and love and bloom and fire, 
And never any whose lips the voiceful god 
Hath touched to song were worthier of the lyre. 
Thou sangest not : and yet thy soul hath won 
From wind and star and moon and flower and sod 
Song's secret, — and their life from wave and sun. 



Feb,, 1882. 



HYMN, 
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HYMN. 



When our bitter foes surround us, 

Father, be our stay ! 
When in chains our sins have bound us 
And our follies have discrowned us. 

Shine thou on our way ! 



Starlike through the darkness gleaming, 

Father, lift and save ! 
Strengthen us through youth's wild dreaming 
And when age's wan moon beaming 

Slants upon our grave ! 



When fierce passions would betray us, 

Father, safeguard be ! 
Rose-crowned pleasures would delay us, 
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Cares and griefs of life would slay us, 
Were it not for thee ! 

Though soft flowers fill all life's garden. 

Thou art more than these ! 
Thou canst soothe and heal and pardon, 
Soften the wild hearts that harden, 
Bend the stubborn knees ! 



When our closest friends have failed us, 

Thou canst hold us fast : 
Friends who in life's morning hailed us 
Now as foes have oft assailed us, — 
But thy love doth last ! 

LoJ the grave's cold hands are seizing 

Mother, wife, or child ! 
What can save our hearts from freezing 
When death slays all blossoms pleasing 
With his ice-breath wild ? 
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Nought can aid us then but knowing, 

Father, that with thee 
Our dead dear ones live in glowing 
Tender new life ever flowing 
From thy Being's sea ! 



We alive would trust thee ever, 
Father sweet and sure ; 
Knowing that no death can sever, 
Knowing that the grave parts never,- 
In thy love secure. 

Nov., 1881. 
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A LOST MOTHER. 



I. 



I. 



For all these countless years thou hast been there 
When each new spring was fair :— 
Now art thou dead, — 

And is the shameless sun still golden-red ? 



2. 



From immemorial time thou hast been here 
With each sweet new-born year : — 
Now art thou dead, — 

And do the Christmas berries still gleam red ? 
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O mother ! mother ! So the breezes cry,- 
And the seas make reply ; 
What, art thou dead ! 

And is there no heart-pity in the sky ? 



O mother ! mother ! So the forests moan 
With solemn depth of tone : 
Thou art dead ! thou art dead ! 

And I am left in all the world alone ! 



From babyhood to childhood, and from this 
To manhood, thy grave kiss 
Shielded,— Dead ! Dead ! 

What hath become of thy revered grey head ? 
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6. 

Where are the old springs when thou along with me 

Didst watch the rippling sea ! 

Thou art not dead ? 
Nay ! thou art but for one strange moment fled ? 



Thou hast closed the door, — ^thou wilt again appear 

With the new green-robed year : 

Thou art not dead, 
O mother, mother, mother, — mother dear ? 



8. 

Thou hast closed the door, — thou wilt again return ? 

My heart doth so much yearn : 

Thou art not dead : 
Thou wilt walk with me through the flowers and fern ? 
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Thou art asleep, — thou wilt again awake, 

Mother, for thy son's sake ? 

Thou art not dead, — 
Dead 1 O my God, — and will my heart not break ? 



10. 

Thou art just sleeping for a little while 
And then thou'lt wake and smile ! 
Living, not dead. 

Thou wilt arise from that cold white still bed. 



II. 

What, never more awake ! thine eyes no more 
Watch the new daylight pour 
In at the window-pane, — 

Thine ears hear no sea-music on the shore ! 
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12. 



Neoer I Til not believe it ! Mother dear, 

I tarry for thee here ; 

Never beneath God's reign 
Could anything be true so deadly drear ! 



13- 

As surely as God's love that Eastern tomb 

Severed, — and Christ arose 

From the dim deathly gloom 
(While round him the new sweet life throbs and flows),- 



14. 

Shalt thou arise ; Mother, thou art not dead. 
It cannot be that thou 
Who hast shielded me till now 

Art gone, — thy dear sweet smile for ever fled ? 
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15- 

And yet, where art thou ? Oh, the spring comes back : 

It is not green, but black ! 

And summer brings no flowers 
Now, to pour round her on the sunny track. 



16. 

Thou hast been with me these glad many years, 
Mother, — Oh grant that I, 
Since thou art dead, may die ! 

Ah ! a man's grief is deeper than all tears. 



II. 

17. 

Surely I needed thee the most of all, — 

Thy heart on which to call ! 

And now thou art dead, — thou art dead, — 
And all sweet hopes are worn-out things and fall ! 
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18. 

There could not be beneath the blue calm sky 
One mother-needing spirit such as I, — 

And yet thou art dead, 
And God cares not for groan or prayer or sigh ! 



19. 

1 needed thee, — and yet a million more 

Are motherless indeed : 

Hearts countless bleed, — 
Millions of souls have travailed from of yore ! 



20. 

And now I join the army robed in black 
Whom from afar IVe seen 
But never yet have been 

One with them treading the funereal track. 
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III. 



21. 



And must I live my life, and rise and sleep ? 

Work, — since I cannot weep ? 

Must daily toil begin 
And daily struggle 'mid the London din ? 



22. 

What is the value of life and toil to me, 
Mother, apart from thee ? 
From dawn to set of sun 

Never was work without thy counsel done 1 



23- 

How shall I sit apart 
And nurse the silent sorrow in my heart ? 

How shall the crowns of Art 
Without thy help and voice and praise be won ? 
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IV. 

24. 

No friends around can knowy 
Mother, dead mother, that I loved thee so ! 

I am not one to speak 
Or ease my heart by passionate overflow. 



25- 

They are kind, — but have they seen 
With mc the sweet springs don their raiment green ? 

The summer^s cheek 
l«lanie underneath the sun with rosiest sheen ? 



26. 

Have they watched white-maned immemorial seas, 

And heard the jocund breeze. 

And through pale winters held 
Along one path, by mutual love impelled ? 
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27. 

Have flowers and ferns and shells in many lands 

Gathered by earnest hands 
Given life an interest ? — Now must pleasure high 

In Nature^s sweet gifts die ? 

V. 
28. 

O beautiful blue sky, thou gleamest on, 

Though she, my light, is gone ! 
And ye too have no hearts to sympathize, 

Ye placid starlit skies ! 



29. 

Great careless fragrant rose 

Blooming and shining in the garden-close, 

How canst thou do this thing ? 

And thou song-thrush how lightly thou dost sing ! 

19 
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30- 

How the world foUoweth still 
Its weary selfish ceaseless restless will ! 

My mother is dead : and what 
Is that to God or world or lake or hill ? 



31- 

What is it unto God that she is dead ? 
God is himself, not I : 
He dwells in the clear sky, 

Deathless behind the sunset-barriers red ! 



32- 

Little it is to God or man indeed 

That one more heart doth bleed 
But if through golden air 

My mother's pure angelic soul be Vare 
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33- 

How lonely I am, will she not come down, 

Casting aside her crown ? 
Will she not yearn to help her weary child,- 

Yearn, with a yearning wild ? 



34. 

If she be living in God^s palace high. 
How shall God keep her there ? 

For she will swift-winged to my succour fly, 
Seeing my great despair ! 



35. 

O mother, mother fair, 
Through the still soft night let me feel thee near,— 
Bend down from heaven and whisper in my ear, — 

Ah ! — black void endless air I 
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VI. 

36. 

In far-off years, a child, I used to pray 
That death the self-same day 

Might fall upon us both, my mother and me \ 
God, hast thou answered, — see ! 



37. 

Here am I in my power of manhood, — strong, 

Alas ! — I may live long : — 
I may live years and years and years alone. 

And never hear her tone ! 



38. 

I may live years and years and years and years, 

And never win sweet tears ! 
With a great silent groan within my heart. 

And therein one deep dart ! 
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39- 

Shall I live years and years, and never see, 

Mother, the face. of thee? 
More years perhaps than the swift years before 

Thou trodest the dark shore ! 



40. 

Shall I rise up and see the gold-tressed sun 
And a new day begun. 
And know that through that day 

Thou wilt be all the time so far away ! 



41. 

For heaven, if heaven there be, 
Is, after all, far, — too far off, — from me ! 

It is not like the sea, 
Nor like a lane festooned with greenery ! 
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42. 

It is not like the lands 
Wherethrough full oft we wandered with joined hands; 

Heaven may be in some star, — 
But ah 1 Lord God, it is so strange and far ! 



43- 

Though Christ, it may be, rose 
To show that heavenland round about us glows. 

Yet strange it seems and dim 
And cruel, — since it swallowed her and him ! 



44. 

Ah ! cruel far-off heaven where Christ and she 

Together perhaps may be : 
Thou art to us no more than one faint word,— 

One far-off note of bird ! 
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45- 

To walk with her along one London street 

Would be so real and sweet ! 

But heavenly streets of gold 
Are wan and weird and fancy-wrought and cold ! 



46. 

To pluck with her a blue-bell from the hill 
Or cowslip from the field 
Would far more pleasure yield 

Than 'mid the heavenly meads to have one's will ! 



47. 

Ah ! mother, still the hue 
Of that bright-petalled wild geranium blue 

Gathered long years ago 
Shines in my heart and transcends heaven's gold glow ! 
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VII. 
48. 

O cruel cruel God, — to take her quite ! 

Hast thou no angel-forms 

Filling with ardent light 
The purple sundered deeps of heavenly storms. 



49- 

Or glowing bright 

Against the white 
Columns and sides of heavenly palaces, — 
That thou must mix my mother with all these ? 



50- 

What is it to her that all the host 
Angelic needs her, if I need her more ? 

She will be but a ghost 
Pallid and restless on thine heavenly shore, 



A LOST MOTHER, 297 

51- 

God, — if she knows that I 
Need her ! — The groan of her deserted son 

Will echo across the sky, 
And pleasure in thy glory she'll have none 1 



VIII. 

52- 

If I could see thee 1 — ^know 
Just once for certain that thou waitest me, 

The dreariest pang would go : 
But this is just the gift which cannot be. 



53- 

Most hard it seems to bear, 
Most hard, — that, if the dead be living yet. 

Our foreheads may be met 
Never by breathings from their mountain-air ! 
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54. 

O mother— just to know 
That Death's forlorn black '' Neucr"" is a lie ! 

Then could I wait to die ; 
Yea, iHirhaps do some true work before I ga 



55- 

I gaze into the void 
Of silent sea and starlit deep-blue air, 

By the heart's madness buoyed :■ 
It is in vain ; thou art not there. 



IX. 

56. 

I did not see thee waxing day by day 
Older, — how could I see ? 
Thou wast the same to me 

As flower or sun or moon or starry ray ! 
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57. 

Though thou wast growing grey, 
I noticed not, — thou wast there every morn : 
Just as the natural light each day is born, — 

As sunset-colours play 



58- 

Each even o'er the clouds, — ^as roses blow 
Each summer, — as we know 
That every spring the blue 

Larkspur will shoot up valiant head anew,- 



59. 

So thou wast one with all these natural things, 
A mother without wings ! — 

Yea, never did I think that God could take 
Thee, — or the sequence break ! 
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60. 

That thou should'st be my mother every day 
Till Time's self fled away, — 
That thou should'st still be there 

When broke the new sweet crimson morning feir, — 



61. 



That when the first spring throstle sang for glee, 
Thou should'st hear this with me, — 
That when the green downs bare 

Wore swept by cohorts of triumphant air, 



62. 

Thou should'st jxirtake the fresh soft breeze with me,- 

That when the summer sea 
Shone with blue brilliance and the boats brown-sailed 

Gleamed, till the light wind failed, — 
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63. 

That then thou should'st be with me seemed so right 

That never, save at night 
Sometimes, when flashes of the future came 

Across me like a flame, 



64. 

Could I conceive that one day all these things 

Would go on as before, 
But thou would'st never mark the throstle's wings 

Nor watch the white-edged shore. 



X. 

65. 

Yea, easier is it, easier far, for me 

To hold that the sweet sea 
Itself has flown and vanished, — that the beech 

No more will ring with speech 
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66. 



Of the storm-thrush, — that never sunset's hand 
Will fill with fire the land,— 

That never summer sky will gleam with blue 
As once it used to do, — 



67. 

That never heather and birch and purple moor 

Will charm us and allure, — 
That never dappled foxglove in the dell 

Will shake its pendent bell, — 



68. 



That never campion milky-white or red 
Will lift its humble head, — 

That never glossy hart's-tongue in the lane 
Will glitter and curl again, — 
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69. 

Easier it is, far easier, now, for me 
To think these things will be 

Never again, mother, than that each spot 
Will bloom, and thou see not ! 
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ENVOI. 



I. 



No Venus hath the power ^ — 
Though white and sweet and fair of limb she be 
And full of glory of her mother-sea 

And her soft mouth in flower^ — 



2. 



Yet hath she not the force to lure and bind 
The hearts of listening sorrowful mankind ; 

But all have lost 
Loved onesy — and felt cold desolation^ s wind, 

Cold from lone seas it crossed. 
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Not rose^ or sweetest tenderest display 
Of blue song-violets at the dawn of May ^ 

Can move the human heart 
As deep true griefs sad simple song can move 
All souls who, /laving known a mother's love, 

Have seen that love depart. 



ft 
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I. 



Eleven years since all the night was filled 
With thee, and at thy spirit-touch I thrilled,- 

Long years of pain ! 
.\h, wilt thou never, blossom of my dream. 
Within the palace of my slumber gleam, — 
Never again ? 
All seems so far, so long ago, — 
The sweet joy that I once did know ! 



II. 



Thou earnest ; and the solemn night was hushed, 
.\nd on thy face the rose of passion blushed, 
So soft and fair, 
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And I was wrapt in ecstasy sublime 
And wafted upward towards an unknown clime 
Of lordlier air ; 

And yet it seems so far to-day ; 

The heavens were blue : they are so grey. 



III. 



Thou camest : and before thy feet fell dead 
Each sin and terror, — and thy brown-haired head 

Lay close to mine ; 
And all the music of our ancient shore 
Seemed round about our listening hearts to pour 
A chant divine ; 
Of Alice ! o'er eleven years 
The winged thought flies and wakens tears. 
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IV. 



Thou earnest : ah ! what days have since been mine ; 
Days when the weary dreary salt sea's brine 

Hath beaten hard 
Upon my brow, and save the gate of pain 
All gates that open on the heavenly main 
Have been close-barred : 
It seemeth now a far-off thing, — 
That night when all the stars did sing ! 

V. 

Thou wilt come ? When the sunset o'er the sea 
Brightens to solemn gold, wilt thou not be 

Beside the waves ? 
When all the flowers of life are pale and dead, 
Wilt thou not stand beside the last flower's head 
With touch that saves ? 
I missed thee at life's dawn, — shall I 
Possess thee once before I die ? 
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VL 



Thou wilt come ; surely when the roses die 
And never more the lily's laugh is nigh, 

In autumn days, — 
When the great red leaves burn with autumn fire 
As I with lifelong measureless desire, 
The woodland ways 
Will smile to see thee pass along. 
And, almost, wake to summer song ! 

VII. 

Thine eyes of old were wet with tender love ; 
Passion fell like an aureola from above 

Upon thy brow ; 
How is it with thee now long years have seen 
Our forest haunts devoid of bard and queen, — 
Most songless now ! 
Wilt thou for ever tarry, sweet ? 
Is it not time that hands should meet ? 
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VIII. 

Thou earnest through the night, — wilt thou not come 
When all the blossoms of long labour bloom 

Around thy path ? 
Lo ! for the eleven long years I day and night 
Have laboured, Alice, for thy soul's delight 
And faced the wrath 
And all the extremest ills time brings ; 
Fold thou me round with passionate wings. 

Feb. 13, 1882. 
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THE PAST AND THE PRESENT: 

AN ARGUMENT. 

I. 

Philosopher. — The old-world seas heard poets sing ; 

The old-world woods saw white arms cling ; 
The old-world streams heard soft harps ring 
Pupil. — Yet have not we the green-haired spring ! 



Ph. — The poets of the past are dead, — 

Great souls who sang and fought and bled, — 
Whose light upon the world was shed : 

Pu. — Yet is the English sunrise red! 



Ph. — No more in mixed and eager ranks 

Greaved heroes surge on Simois' banks ; 
No more Achilles* great shield clanks : 

Pu» — Yet many a slave our good sword thanks / 
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Ph.' — No more the Grecian sculptor's power 

Makes the cold marble breathe and flower ; 
His priceless work Time's fangs devour : 

Pu, — Yet living grace blooms hour by hour/ 

PK — Ah ! for the might of Raphael's hand 

To fill with life the weary land ! 

We have no souls to understand : 
Pu. — Yet blue seas break on golden sand / 

Ph. — Ah ! for the old days ere Science spoke 

And the world's sweet long deep dream broke 
And bound man with an alien yoke: 

Pu. — How laughs the sunlight through that oak I 



11. 

Philosopher. — Now Homer's gone^ — who shall arise ? 
Pupil. — Poets as great with deathless eyes 

Turned towards new sunsets in new skies, 
And passionate hearts, and spirits wise ! 
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Ph, — Ah t Beatrice, Laura, — where are ye ? 
Pu, — Sweet-eyed, soft-footed, by our sea 

Or under arch of summer tree : 

Eternal Beauty still must be ! 



Ph, — What drama, now that Shdkespearis floivn ! 

Pu, — Still the great human monotone 

With interchange of song and groan 
Eddies, dramatic, round God's throne ! 



Ph, — Our glory ceased with Waterloo, 
Pu, — Yet there came Balaclava too. 

And Alma, and Rorke*s Drift, — ^and new 
Struggles 'neath India's breathless blue ! 



Ph, — Now nerveless is the English race, 
Pu, — Not while God's light through one girl's face 
Gleams, — not while the free sea-winds brace 
Our spirits as quick waves they chase ! 
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Ph, — O glory of man^ how pcUe and old t 

Pu, — Nay, mark that face, — how fine the mould! 

How keen this other, — clear-cut, bold ! 

We are young as each dawn's breezy gold ! 

Ja»,^ 1882. 
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IN FIFTEEN YEARS. 

In iSgy a comet will appear, and will, for the first time during human 
history, fall into the sun. It seems probable that the heat thereby generated 
will be so great that the whole solar system will almost instantaneously be 
consumed, — Papers of the period. 

I. 

What, only fifteen years ! 

Blossom, O rose, and blush to deeper red ! 
Lo ! for how short a time thou lift'st bright head, — 
Soon wilt thou and thy sisters sweet be dead — 
In fifteen years ! 

II. 

In fifteen years 

An end of groans and moans and hopes and fears ! 
An end of love and all its joy and pain 
(Will that be loss to us or priceless gain ?) 
An end of every bard's and throstle's strain — 
In fifteen years ! 
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III. 



In fifteen years 

No more the glory of passion, nor its tears: 
In fifteen years no more the bloom of May 
Nor the blue breathless (deathless !) simmier day,- 
Only one swirl and curl of fiery spray — 
In fifteen years ! 



IV. 



In fifteen years 

No more the green grass nor the golden ears 
No more the meeting of close lips that cling 
And feathery foliage of the gracious spring ; 
An end of flowers, an end of everything 
In fifteen years ! 
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V. 



In fifteen years 

What shall it matter whither now man steers ? 
One end of all the fiery rain shall make, — 
Of tender heart and heart no blow could break,- 
Of hand that slew, or soul that for love's sake 
Hung on the cross, — all shall one cup partake 
In fifteen years ! 



Feb., 1882. 



"MAIS APR^St" 



" The stars flame forth : the moon upon the se 
Casts rippling dancing floods of silver light : 
Wilt thou not tread the quiet beach with me, 
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" The moss-rose fills the lawn with tender scent ; 

Look how the furry-winged smooth moth flits by ! 
All Nature full of fathomless content 

Seems but for one sweet kiss of thine to sigh." 
She listened : her lips seemed to say, — 
" One kiss to Nature ? — mais aprh ? " 



" O love, how fair thou art ! The moonlight gleams 

Upon thy forehead : place thine hand in mine 
And let me lead thee to the land of dreams, — 
To bowers entrellised with the clinging vine ! " 
Her fluttering bosom seemed to say, — 
" Yes, dreams are lovely : mais aprh ? " 



" We'll dwell for ever in our fairyland, 

Watching the sunset turn the waves to gold. 
Winged spirits of bright love ! — may I kiss thine hand ? 
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Or e'en that brown soft stray lock, waxing bold ?" 
Hand, eyes, and brown lock, seemed to say,- 
" Kiss : we are ready : — mats aprh ?" 

Apnl, 1S82. 
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ODE OF THE SEASONS. 



I. 



Sweet Spring with girlish gait and wind-blown hair 

Takes through the woods her way, 
And round her feet the laughing meadows bear 
Soft grass and blossoms, and the skies are fair 

Now, that were cold and grey ; 

Her voice the hills obey 
And a new music ripples through the brooks 
And the blue hyacinth in woodland nooks 

Gleams bright, — and blows 

The first white rose 

And love's young foot along the green earth goes. 
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II. 

Spring is a maiden, — ^and her tender eyes 

Full of the morning's light 
Bring thoughts of far-ofif lands and seas and skies 
WTiere love first smote us with a sweet surprise 

Wlien all the worid was bright ; 

O Spring, thou girl-form white. 
Is any later form divine as thou 
Who wear'st the crocus-garland on thy brow ? 

Will warm months bring 

With glowing wing 
As sweet and pure and unforeseen a thing ? 



III. 

All dreams thou hast within thy gracious hands, 

Spring,— dreams of deeds to be 
And visions of far-off untrodden lands ; 
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Beside thee first love flushed and eager stands, 

Full of wild thoughtless glee, 

And crowned with purity ; 
Not yet the fair fulfilment of desire 
Takes life from love and dims the passion-fire ; 

All is unknown, 

Unseen, unshown, — 
God's own voice rings through woman's silver tone. 



IV. 



So, tender deathless Spring, we worship thee. 
Though life's hours roll not back 

And ne'er again shall sound that far-off sea 

Beside whose waves first love was wont to be, 
Treading the moonlit track ; 
Ah ! never dost thou lack 

Fresh flowers of love, O thou recurrent Spring, 
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Though human love-flowers are so swift of wing ; 

Thou shinest anew 

With the old blue 
Deep laughing eyes that the whole heaven yearns 
through. 



V. 



Then, ere we are awiare, comes Summer's foot 

Treading the blossomed fields, 
Following soft Spring in fiery fast pursuit. 
While round her path the blazing hills are mute ; 

The sword the Summer wields, 

Too forceful for our shields. 
Cleaves to the heart : the Spring's soft golden hair 
Was full of light, a gentle thing and fair, — 

But dark-haired strong 

Summer doth wrong 
To Spring, and hales men's conquered souls along. 
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VI. 

Mature and queenly, — ^fuU of splendid life, — 

The ardent Summer goes 
Along the fields ; we long for her to wife ; 
Her deep white breast with awful joy is rife. 

Awful as depth of rose ; 

No dreamer dreams or knows 
The wonder of the supreme Summer's bloom ; 
Her breath the pale spring-blossoms doth consume ; 

The rose flames red 

About her head 
And all the eariy snow-drop crowns fall dead. 



VII. 

Ah ! Summer, Summer, — with thy days of fire, 

And moonlit nights so sweet 
When o'er the dark tides sounds the lover's lyre,- 
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When with the great moon waxes fierce desire, — 

Summer with sandalled feet 

That the cool grasses meet 
And h^ds that dabble in the water's flow, 
Thou hast all witchery in thy breathing low ; 

Thy lilies white 

The live-long night 
Whisper of passion, and of strange delight. 



VIII. 



What, Summer, art thou leaving us ? O queen 

Of all the streams and seas. 
Blue rippling lakes and ocean broad and green, 
And endless fern-filled silent woods serene 

That worship round thy knees, 

Canst thou depart from these ? 
One kiss from thy rich lips, — and yet one more, — 
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Then must thy foot forsake the shuddering shore ! 

Ah ! Summer sweet, 

Must thou retreat 
And never more 'gainst ours thy wild heart beat ? 



IX. 



O placid Autumn, beautiful thou art 

And tender are thine eyes 
And soft the rhythmic pulses of thy heart, 
And the gold pheasants from thy coverts start. 

And death the woodland dyes 

In splendour as of skies 
On fire with solemn sunset, — and thy breath 
Is still and even, — and the purple heath 

Upon the hills 

Flames, and white rills 
Dance down the valleys that the brown brake fills. 
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Sweet aft thou ! tender art thou ! Yet how fair 

W^ thy dear sister dead, 
Summer, — how glorious the dark leafy hair 
Round her at mandate of the laughing air 

^Outp^red and waved and shed ! 

Our wondering hearts she led. 
Summer thy sister, — thou art pale and chill 
Beside her at whose lips we drank our fill. 

And now we fain 

Would hear again 
Just one glad whisper of the flowers' old strain ! 



XI. 

O Autumn ! Autumn ! So man's dreams depart 

With heavy-laden hands 
And weary yet more heavy-laden heart 
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He seeks the cold grave, Summer, where thou art ! ^ 
What golden waving lands • ♦• 

Where the thick high grain stands 

Can now console us ! Autumn pale and calm 

■ .t . 

Presses the sickle in her sallow palm, — 

But oh ! her strain f 

Is full of pain ; ' 

We yearn for passionate Summer back^a^gain ! 
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XII. 
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Clear still sad skies, — so weary life goes on : 

Late sluggish loves and cold 
Where once Spring's maiden gracious presence shone 
Meet the sea-wind with flowerless cheeks and wan ; 

The empty gardens hold 

No tender crocus-gold 
Nor summer splendour of triumphant rose ; 



% 
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Straight from the sunset a forlorn blast blows ; 

Man waxes grey 

Like autumn day ; 
No young gods' limbs gleam white in firth or bay. 
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XIII. 

^ As Winter cometh, so the race of man 

Is moving winter-wards : 
Where in the reed-beds is the mellow Pan, — 
Or on the shore the voice whence Love began ? 

What English daisied swards 

Lift up their flower-eyes towards 
The gaze of glad Apollo in the sun ? 
The reign of Spring, and Summer-reign, are done : 

Cold is the earth ; 

Frozen her girth ; 
No more the rocks ring with the sea-nymphs' mirth I 
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XIV. 

Where is the gladness of the bowers of May, 

And where the wealth of June ? 
The hoarse loud cliffs are smitten with sea-spray, — 
The loverless gaunt woods stand stiff and grey^ 

Devoid of laugh or tune, 

And the cold winter moon 
Soars o'er the hollow heavens; the stars look down. 
On the wild earth barren of wreath or crown, 

' And frost invades 

The sad dun glades 
Once freaked and tangled with the flowers' bright braids ! 



XV. 

And so the weary worn-out human race 

Moves towards its wintry end : 
To heaven it lifts in vain its grim lined face 
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Seeking some respite, yea a little grace, — 

Seeking harsh heaven to bend ; 

No angels now descend 
Along the heavenly glittering golden stair, 
Thrilling with lofty song the blue night-air ; 

No nymph's foot speeds 

Through rustling reeds ; 
The gods are dead : and what a calm succeeds ! 



XVI. 



The calm of passionless Winter : not the rest 
Of Autumn wan and chill, 

But the cessation of all strife and quest ; 

The quiet waiting till the fiery breast 
Of star or comet kill 
The old earth and all be still ; 

Still, — then created life shall fade away 
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Into the void that blendeth night with day ; 

All shall be one 

When life is done, — 
Shakespeare and Christ and thief, and worm and sun. 



Feb,, 1882. 



334 



SONNET. 



SONNET, 
THE BE A UTY OF LITTLE THINGS, 

The beauty of little things is worth a song ! — 

The May-sun slanting on a mallard's sheen ; 

A black swan's red beak ; patches of blue-green 
Amid the scantier grass that runs along 
A London park-path ; — or the contrast strong 

When a French soldier's uniform is seen 

— Blue mixed with yellow and red — green trees between ; 
The rosy wondrous sunset-shades that throng 

The glistering sides of a poor dying fish : 
The flash upon a beetle as it runs 

Across the gravel ; a red-finned banded perch ; 

Prismatic colours in a crystal dish ; 
The black or blue or slate-grey garb of nuns ; 

A woman's neck in front of one in church. 

May 20, 1882. 
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HYMN. 

Through the foaming white-lipped surges, 
Great All-Father, steer us on ! 

Pain behind us stings and scourges ; 
In the sky the sun gleams wan ! 



All our lives are blent with sorrow ; 

Not one heart doth understand ! 
When we sleep, we dread the morrow ; 

Stretch thou forth thy strong right hand. 



Songs and flowers and sunsets fail us 
And the sweet God hidden in these 

When pain's barbed red points assail us 
Worthless is the singing breeze. 
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Helpless is a rose to aifi us « 

w 

When our feet griefs wild ways tread : 
Whenrndespair's fierlie spears invade us 
And the hopes of youlk-'fall dead. 

Lift thou then, thou great All-Father, 
Thy majestic helping hand : 

All our weary spirits gather 

Towards thine own eternal land. 



Not one flower's exceeding splendour 
Helps a torn soul on its way : 

Thou than all flowers far more tender 
Change the darkness into day ! 



O'er cold mount, through marshy hollow, 
O'er lone seas, otir footsteps tend : 

God ! thy banner we would follow, — 
Yet is death the awful end ? 
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Into regions pale and breathless 
With the eternal morning's rose 

Lift us, — blend with ours thy jdeathlessi. .^ 
Fathomless divine repose. 

Nov., 1881. 
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O MOON! 



I. 

O moon thou shinest down this London street 
With light most sweet : 

What doest thou here ? 
Once did thy clear 
Splendour illume a road for Iseult's feet ? 



II. 

Shonest thou once glorious o'er the Cornish foam 
To lead her home ? 

Did moonlight fair 

Mix with her hair 
When through the night with Tristram she did roam ? 
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III. 

O moon in this, the London of to-day, 
With clear soft ray 

Thou shinest, — but yet 

Dost thou regret 
Thy lands and flowers and loves so far away ? 



IV. 

For thou wast all unchanged when Jezebel 
Bowed 'neath thy spell : 
And, long ere she 
Shone, white like thee. 
Thy light o'er the unpeopled planet fell ! 



V . ^ 

Thou hast seen the ages of great endless flowers 
In old-world bowers, — 
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Of ferns now black 
Beneath our track ; 
Thou hast sailed the sailless sea for lone vast hours ! 



VI. 

And now thou shinest down this London street 
So white and sweet ; 
And all the din, 
Turmoil and sin, 
Of our great city thine unmoved eyes meet ! 



VII. 

With truth the Greek profound soul saw in thee 
The maiden glee 
Of Artemis, — 
Whose virgin kiss, 
Calm, unimpassioned, fell on hill and sea. 
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VIII. 

For all our city's travail moves thee not 
One breath, one jot ! 

The city's roar 

Shakes thee no more 
Than lisp of wind-moved rush in loneliest spot. 



IX. 

What doest thou here O Goddess with those eyes 
That thrill the skies ? 

What doest thou here, 

Far from the drear 
Lone sea-wastes o'er which thy white sea-bird flies ? 



X. 

O pitiless silent lovely soulless moon, 
Soft as in June 
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Thy tender white 
Brwitching light 
FaOs </€r the city, — bright as o'er lagoon ! 



XL 

O heartless Goddess ! Are the spirits not dead 
Wfcom thy light led ? 



And dost ^ou still 
The far skies fill, — 
Wliat battle-fields beneath thy gaze have bled ! 



XII. 

But thou art changeless,— and as full of joy, 
Girl-moon, or boy. 
As in the days 
When through thy rays 

Paris led Helen towards the towers of Troy. 
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